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N n 
SCENE I. 4 Caſtle in Pannonia. 
Enter Mix Ax DER, PxospERO, Officers, Captives,&&c. | 
. MIiNnANDER. 


ERE, ſoldiers, pauſe; and let the wearied eye 
Repoſe in ſilent ſlumber ; let each heart 
Loſe in oblivion every painful thought, 
And calm forbid paſt dangers to aſſail you- 
The toils of war ſubſide ; each tumid fear 
Glutting the breaſt of man is ſunk to nought: 
Ne'er will the wild idea of the mind, 
Nor phantaſy obſcure, nor furrowed pain, 
Nor all the viſionary ſchemes of terrour, 
| Moleſt the peaceful foul ; our toil-worn taſk 

Is well perform'd: take your juſt-earn'd reward. 
Odalez, let theſe captives ſoothe their ſorrows 
Within the dungeon's gloom ; treat them like men, 
VE B Nor 


2 THE NOBLE SLAYE. 
Nor circumſcribe their lot with thy ſeverity. 


Be ſure the virgin captives are ſecur'd 
From every eye but thine : I'd have it ſo.— 
Soldiers retire: Tremiſcus lead them on. - 
[ Exeunf all but Minander and Praſpero. 
1 PROSPBERO. 5 
My father, let me bend my knee before thee; 
For valour ſuch as thine, might ſmoothe the frown 
Of ſavage treachery and vengeful war; 
Thy ſon, incited by ſuch fine attainments, 
Thus bows in humble pride before his father, 
Content to honour what he cannot ſhare. 
M1INANDER. 
My ſon, I thank thee; let us now recline 
Our arms in peace ; nor waſte the hour of time 
In dull deſign ; caſt off each ſecret ſorrow, 
Each wild emotion of the ſoul ; tis time 
To cheriſh peace. ; 
PxOSPERO. -:, 
And ever may thy breaſt 
Meet its deſire; be it my only wiſh 
To hold thy virtues, and adore thy worth ; 
Bleſt as I am in ſuch a ſire as thee, 
I can ſubdue my heart, controul the pains | 
Of gnawing fear within, and boldly trace 
The ſacred veſtige of thy godlike graces. 
| | M1NANDER. 
*Tis given thee to reign; born to command 
As patronize mankind ; to deal content 


To 
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To an oppreſs'd dominion ; and reſtore 
The pious hopes of peace: Heav'ns! I perceive 
The image of my aged ſelf in thee! | 
PROSPERO. 
Tis now three years ſince bold Eucardion dard 
To combat with thy valour; long he held 
Thy bravery confin'd ; till burſting fate, 
Big with the deſtiny of war, reſign'd 
His ſmiles to thee; each effort that was made 
Thunder'd deſtruction down upon his head, 
Hurried uſurping terrour from thy ſoul, 
Expos'd his ſins wide undiſguis'd abroad, 
And gave thee all thy own. 
MiNnNANDER. 
| FTrłͤ «et hold, my ſon, 
'E hrice has the moon renew'd her glorious light 
In Heav'n and earth; revolving time een now 
Faſt haſtens o'er our heads, and ne'er delays; 
Since, daring as he was in bold attack, 
He ſlew thy aged mother; in revenge 
For all his crimes I hold his daughter here, 
A captive from mankind=—Ah ! he eſcap'd, 
Eſcap'd my cloſeſt ſearch, eſcap'd my uplifted 
blade! 
PROSPERO. 
Reſentment drops her dart: revenge no more 
The havocks of thy race: Nature ordain'd it: 
Bur caſt thy eyes around, view yonder tower, 
Behold theſe walls, and this encircled plain, 
B 2 Ay, 
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Ay, by diſtinction thine, and thine by right of 
conqueſt ! 
Mix AN DER. 
Thou haſt wiſely ſaid, my ſon; and I 05 
To urge ambition more. Night is far ſpent; 
1˙I now retire to reſt ; the peaceful watch 
Is huſh'd in filence; all is fleep around. [ Exit. 
. PROSPGBERO. | 
Revenge no more the paſt ; tis right moſt ſure— 
Who can withſtand the agitated ſoul ? 
Soft perturbations move around my heart, 
And ſpeak affection there: Gods! can it be! 
To love my father's captive !—lIs it ſo! 
Love plants its root within my fibred heart, 
Clings to my veins like an unwholeſome weed, 
And melts indignant in me. (Enter Tremiſcus.) 
Good, my friend, | 
To interrupt me thus ; for I was loſt 
In ſolitary ſadneſs; left untam'd 
Amid the turbid motions of my thoughts, 
Amid the rankling fear of frantic fate, 


And deſolate deſtruction. 
= TxexmisCus. 
, Thou ſpeak'ſt, my friend, 


As if a torrent of contending ills 
Preſs'd hard upbn thy head; it was not thus 
When with olympic grandeur laurel'd wreaths 
Plum'd in majeſtic terrour o'er thy brow, 
And victory ſurpriz d fat gazing on 
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At thy aſpiring fortitude. Tell me then, 

What new-born forrow checks each riſing ſmile, 
And baMes thy content? — By Heav'n, I'll know. 
PROSPERO. 

Tremiſcus, can'ſt thou tell me, my Tremiſcus, 

Is there a heav'nly Deity in nature, 

Far buoyed above the vulgar art of men, 

Array'd in meekneſs, and in mild compaſſidn, 

Big with each conſcious virtue upon earth, 

Above the craft of mortal; far above 

The emblematic ſplendour of renown ? 

Is there a power that with piteous eye 

Beholds the weakneſs of the braveſt being, 

To caſt one ſmile of hope upon a wretch 

Beſet by pain, and drooping in deſpair? 

| TREMISCUS. 

Theſe wild unuſual gleams of ſordid ſadneſs, 

Theſe bitter ſentiments of miſery, 

Rouſe every latent paſſion in my ſoul, 

With fear and trembling! Ah! ſay, my friend, 

declare! 
Thou art not blind to human penetration, 
How happy is the wretch that knows not hope ! 
 PROSPKRO. 

Thank Heaven, Tremiſcus, hope is yet mine own ; 

Around the boiſt'rous ſurge of rude ideas, 

Upon an ocean of tumultuous fears, 

Where peace of mind floats like a troubled wreck, 

Hope plays upon my heart: Ah! dare I fay 
| | x Why 
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Why Heav'n perplexes, or why man ſuſtains ! 

| TREMISCUS. 
The world to me is like a wilderneſs, 
O'ergrown with thorns, and buried with illuſions ; 
Is it fo ſtrange. friends ſhould unite in grief? 
And to be free with you at once, my friend, 
Some hell-born offspring fluctuates my ſoul, 
And moves tempeſtuous here - but mark me well: 
It is a ſecret of conſummate weight, 
High beyond hope, ſupreme beyond attainment; 
Yet big with mortal miſchief; and to ſtrike 
Thuy curious ear at once, I am in love 
Love undiſſembled guides my burſting fears — 


PROSPERO. 
Hah! ſtay !—in love—but yet will 1 be calm 
(Aide. 
| | T REMISCUS, 
Why thus regardleſs of Tremiſcus' tale, 
Tura from his eyes, or meet him with a frown ? 
It bodes not well E' en time has roll'd o'er years, 
Since threats like theſe hung on thy lowring brow, 
Or fell malignant on thy friend—'Tis ſtrange ! 
Again !—it cannot be !-—you mean it not.— 
I'm overwhelm'd in the i immerging waves 
Of boiſterous woe, and terrible deſpair ! 
Oh! Proſpero! my friend! 
PROSPERO. 
Ah! ſpeak not, ſpeak not; utter not my name! 
For fearful pangs moleſt my mournful breaſt, - 
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And riſe and fall upon my clouded boſom! 
How can I hear thee thus! By Heav'n, diſtruſt 
Is as a baleful medicine to the ſick; 


Ah! it pollutes thy friendſhip! 


TREMISCUS, 
Never yet, 
Ne'er may ſuſpicion moulder our affection, 
Or diſcompoſe our peace! 
PROS HERO. | 
| Thus let us bind it! 
I was miſtaken much. | 


| TREMISCUS. 
How is Minander ?— 


PROSPERO. 

| Retired to his couch but ſay, Tremiſcus, 
Unburthen me thy ſoul: a diſtant thought 

Mer me that moment : yet why need'ſt thou thus 
Break from thy tale abrupt? For once it was, 
When you would fly with the enchanting ſmile 
Of inward ſatisfaction : Speak thy heart, 

And ſeek a ſhelter here, — 


TREMISCUS. 
I've told it; open'd to thee all I fear | 
Ah! Why ſuch agitations in thy viſage ? 
'Tis ſaid the heart is in the countenance, 
And by the emotions there, the ſecret depth 
Of ſtratagem or miſery is read: 
I think I read it now. 


PRrROSPERO- 
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 PROSPERO. 
| Forget it then 
Or deem me as relentleſs as a brute, | 
Glutting in rapine and enſanguin'd What 
| TREMISCUS. 
Yet ſtay, and hear me: By my ſoul, I feel 
Reluctant malice ſtruggles to be calm, 
And all is peace of mind.—The hour is late, 
The ſhades of night will hide thy troubled fears; 
Hear me—You ever held my inmoſt ſoul; 
And ere thine eyes yet cloſe in ſtupefaction, 
1 will a ſecret of important weight 
Here to thy ears unboſom; and I joy 
That I can truſt with it my Proſpero. 
PROSPERO. | | 
Speak; my impatience dares not be prolong'd. 
| TREMISCUS. 
Thy father's captives, brave Minander's ſpoil, 
The fragments of victorious enmity, 
The only honours three years toil could heap 
Upon his aged fortitude; awake | 
To every motiog of the active mind, 
Look more than dreſs or dark diſguiſe can add: 
Something of noble ſtructure, of high looks, 
|= Above the emptineſs of outward ſhew, 
1 Of native dignity, unborrow'd eaſe, 
4 And every grace which decorates the Prince, 
Plays round the gen'rous paſſion of their ſoul: 
1 28 obſery'd them oft; the blood of birth 
Incites 


— 
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Incites their ſenti 
And animation beams as from the ſoul; 

Far buoy'd above the race of vulgar mne 

They ſpurn diſtinction; and commanding majeſty * 
Diſclaims diſguſt ; they ſmile away their cares ; 


Captivity, to them a pleaſing draught. 


Finds remedy within; and I can view 


. but content, and undifſembled luſtre f 


[2 59. neee 
Odalez leads this way, and i interrupts us: 
Good night, Tremiſcus; may the morn proce 
Some ſocial quiet; you retire to reſt, | 2 
And calm the raging tempeſt of your fo. ten. 


Enter OvaLez and SERVO. ble 
97:  OvDaLltz,” o & 294 


7 
1 


Tas but the ſentry s r Heard 2 no 


whiſper, 
In phraſe ambiguous, mutter from their e ; 
No ſeeming motion playing round the heart, 
Met your obſervant fancy; — tell me, Servio, 


No ſhrewd expreſſion dropping from the tongue, St 


Importing more than. hope — no ſilent ſhrug 
Of ſenſible regret—no hidden pang, no hgh” 
Beam'd through the veil of their captivity, 
To cauſe e'en but an emblem of rv mcg ? 
| S 5 
Noise moſt true. = 
| OvDarez. 


A 


: 


In faith, I think is firanges 
'C Bet For 
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For while ſuch patient courteſy. of ſpeech 
Such undiſſembling ſympathy of ſoul- 
Such modeſt terrour, unaccuſtom'd fear, 


5 Aſſail their lonelineſs and ſolitude, 


To them a priſon is a paradiſe. 
By Heav'n, it cannot be !—I feel that in me 
Of bold conjecture, which. I cannot ſtifle ;— 


Come hither, Servio: liſten to my words; 


Watch them with more than vigilance; the eye 


Of hopeful curioſity can ken 


What human dulneſs never penetrates : . 
Give ear to all they ſay ; refuſe them nought | 
Of ſpeech or information ; be not raſh, 
Or over-diligent in wild enquiry ; ; 
For that will o'errule caution; give each eye 
Some new diſcernment it ne'er yet contain d, 
And 1 will anſwer for the conſequence. 
SxzRV 10, 
My humble fuit ſhall wait your orders, Sir.— 
ODALEZ. | 

But hear me: Canſt thou think it native dulneſs 
Lies lurking in the web of each ſmooth ſmile, 
Which breaks upon their bittereſt reflections? 
Yet canſt thou think ſome well-diſſembled great- 

neſs, 
Obſcurd by nobleneſs of thought, repines 
In each new ſmile ? It is, it muſt be true! 
Say, I've obſerv'd when I conducted hence 
Theſe more than captives, harmony and peace 
Sat 
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Sat penſive on their tongues, and ev'ry word 
Fell like enchanting ſorcery upon me, 
And mov'd my ſoul to vehement ſuſpicion.— 

Is it of courſe ?—-Does ev'ry human doubt 
Perplex the pris'ner? Is he as a captive 

To caſt fair honeſty away, and hide, 

Under a cloud of ſome myſterious ſpeech, 
Diſtruſtful terrour or enfeebled fear ?— 

Then why ſuſpe& ? Are they not well ſecur'd 

In the dark caverns of the dungeon's, gloom 2— 
Would I ne er knew ſuſpicion Since the hour 
Minander ſcaled the barriers of the foe, 

My heart has beat at once with dread and gladneſs! 
This noble maiden, Servio—W hart of her ? 


SERVI 0, 
In faith, moſt piteous much to be deplor'd! 
O DUAL E 2. 


Gods ! ſomeimpending vengeance hangs around 
Ye Heav'ns! remit the deſtiny which frowns 
Upon Minander's fate! Pour not the plagues 
Of impious revenge upon the race, 

But ſhrowd with mercy ev'ry dawning in! — 

We muſt obſerve them well. 
SERVIO. 

| It muſt be fo! 

Her ſoft demeanour is moſt painful too; 

She frowns on pity, on relenting hate; 


Diſdains the hand of merey; ay, implores 
| C2 The 


EE 2 
ts — n 1 


- « - 11—— — — — by 

> ITE « 4 3 — 
— C, 7 : — 
12 —— — EC. DCC. a Ee 


\ 


And pity gave her all my foul contain'd: 
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The rod of powerful ſeverity, 


And fpurns the ue that miniſters advice 


ODaLE2z. 
Look down, ye Powers, look down, ſuſtain 


" 


—_—.. * | 
„„ STV. 
Her noble ſoul burſt forth congenial from her, 


TILES 


In words how melting, how reſign'd and calm! 


I gaz'd on her as bne borne down by fortune, 6 
For as ſhe ſpake, a new- born paſſion ſtrove ors 
To vent its force upon my troubled boſom ; ; 
Attention ih amazement ftood confus d, 45 
And nieditation hung her drooping head! 


OD 2. 

Well done; thy heart can melt at others . 
Can feel as man, and: ſtruggling pangs allay : 
Moſt apt indeed - but well perform ror e 
Let not your eaſy heart be led away, »,/+...z7 or 
To deeds of mercy which you dare. not. offer: 

Be wary, Servio; for I can well obſerve au IF 
Thy ſentiments of ſoul 0 'erſway thy. ſtation, ; : . 
And nne lurks under this piteous al, m 


b SERV, o. 
F idelity mall execute my taſk. 
0% H nn G 3 1 
I'll ſeck King balmy couch —ygu' to your poſt ;— 
Ourwatch the vigilance of 'ey'ry guard, A lia 


\ 
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And keep clear watch within,——Who' 8 here! ? Ho! 


ent teen 2h 
Advance not ere thou ſay'ſt! | 150 
Euter PROSPER O. 5 50 
P ROS PER. | 
I. chank thee, friend; by | 
Thy pech i 4s haet and thy freedom juſt: 
'Tis 1 and would he were in 2 "ol 


O DAL EB Z. 
* Ah! Why, my lord ? 
115 Ine n PROSPBRO. f l 
Is aught to be prefer'd 

To the — of angelic peace??? 
nie nice den do m, HI 
Bup why fed hs? cent or 94th bros 
mit ssl E Un. 


| Aſk .me not that, Odalez; 

Such toilſome feuds torment my floating brain! 
A lagging ayeight yet preys upon my heart, 
Reſtrains the ſaft emotions of content 

Am I the firſt? No, Hea 1 | 

| O'erwhelm'dfby paſſion, or oppreſs d by love 
$07 51009 95S ne i e He e 

What. means my lord? bor thun confound: We 

cl view n frat fre 8 Him 31 
„ PROS HERO * told 16 
Look on my heart, and readl it written there: 

In che dark confines of the narrow grave, 

Tcou'd find reſt; hut nene d earth for met 


mneyo ll 8 


we 
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ODALEZ. 

Sure ſome polluted miſchief, ſome blind fate 
O'erwhelms us all; my ſenſes faint within me, 
And ev'ry faculty reſigns its office! 

Gods! how misfortune treads upon the heel 
Of ſocial pleaſure and of human peace !— 
Now, Servio, to thy ſtation; walk the ſquare; 
Give pliant ear to ev'ry whiſpꝰ ring note; 
Return, and you will find me 206 gin. 
[ Exit Servio, 

My lord, diſmiſs W abe grief; nor dread my counſel. 

PROS HERO. 

Odalez, yes! I cou'd a tale diſeloſe 
Of pregnant woe, and big- ſwoln deſtiny; 

Wou'd drive my feelings into wild rebellion, 
And ſtamp a laſting diſcontent within me. 
| N ne 

I' eov'd ſtand mute, till thy expiring tale 
Unfolds the ſtruggling paſſion of thy a 8 
So rapidly the woes of life ſucceed, Ich eit 
And multiply on man My lord, declare; 
My long -tried ſervices : my practis d fait, 
And all the friendly deeds my heart e er bore you, 
Speak noble confidencea - diſcloſe thyſelf; 
It will releaſe you from the weary load 
Of dalelet _ and ee erg 

919) 19% 17 eee 197 no 0 

1 thank deals and'to me Cine knew _ 
How firm the force of care is on the mind, 
AAA 0 
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Never till now felt the expanſe of woe, 
Such confidence is plealing to poſſeſs. 
I cou'd unboſom to thee; but, alas! 
So dread a train of fears forebodes me miſchief, 
I cou'd here ſmile at hell's malignity ; 
Can, like the wretched vagrant in the ftreets, 
Mourn o'er my lot, and curſe the ſtars that aid me: 
My heart is bent on woman: firſt, know that: 
Pure, as untrodden ſnow, is that fair Soul 
Which dwells upon my peace. 
_ Opaisz. 
Ha! may I aſk 
PRrROSPERO. 
Who but Arpaſia? Who cou'd move me db | 
But beauty ſuch as her's ?—Odalez, hear 
Nor ſhrink at folly, tho? tis Proſpero's. 
OpaLez. e 
Is it then ſo? By Heav'n, I'm ſorry fort. 
PROGPERO. 
| Thouſands have lov d, but none e er lov'd like me! 
ODALIEZ. | 
Yes, Proſpero; reflect but for a moment, 
Upon the wrong you do yourſelf, your father, 
Your friends and country, ev'ry human tie, 
And even her whoſe virtues melt within thee, 
Thou would'ſt deſiſt : Oh, Profpero !—but hear: 
Nor 0 condemn me, e er you know my grief. 
P ROS ERCO. 
n.. r 
But, 
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But, as I will, ſhe clings faſt to my mind, 
Like a fomenting ſorrow, —No—forget ! ' 
That cannot be, Odalez;—Memory writes 
Upon. the table of my mourning heart, 
Each tear of paſſion, and each tale of love : 
I've ſought for ſomething I cou'd not attain, 
But all endeavour's frail:;—Ah ! yet, Odalez, 
| Thy friendly aliment unmans me quite, 
And robs me of my follx. 
Orr 5 
Glad I ſee 
Such fortitude within thee: happy yet 
The hour of youth may paſs; A with __ 
The feeble effort of effeminacy- - 
Curd, then, this wayward fancy ; by my foul, 
Left to thyſelf, when never ſoft' ning cares 
Like theſe diſturb, in policy and wiſdom - 
Thou may'ſt ſubdue the active hope of man, 
And ornament mankind: Let not theſe n, 
Of ſofter motions, overwhelm thy virtues, 
1 Or aggravate thy native bravery.— 
„ Farewel ! Good night—I Il take my ſilent path 
Around the pent: up dungeon, and to bed.— 84 
Who's here Nen > - 56 1 
0 Enter S Vi 
SER Io. FA OD nen 
Ie is Mitander'siſMve.” 06 493 32% 30/7 
ODALEZ | 
What new ſurprize Hos fares the phil of, 
| night? 7 | 


N 
4 * 
- „ „ 


„ 
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— 
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What murm'ring fear ſpeaks perſecution now? 
|  __HSERVI1O, 
No, not a whiſper moves: the pliant air 
In gentle gales plays ſoft around the gloom, 


And only animates the ſhade. 
| nenn 
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| Farewel ! 
Good night, Odalez: : Solitude will ſoothe mes 
1 cannot ſleep to night. 
| ODALEZ. 
Yet hear me, Prince, 
If mild perſuaſion dwells upon the lip 
Of fajr ſincerity ; if nurtur'd worth 
Arrays the heart of man: yet mark my counſel, 
PROSPERO. 
I cannot, by my truth, it cannot be 
And oh! good Heav'n-! perplex not thus my foul, 
For wild commotion ſways my tortur d brain,—- 


| Farewel ! Tug! [ Exit. 
04 L E Zz. 


Alas! good youth, farewel! While I this way 
Repair in ſilence to my reſt, you, Servio, 
Give ready ear to ey'ry turbid breath | 
Which diſcompoſes the huſh'd hour of darkneſs : 
Permit not nature to o'erbear your heavineſs 


With cooling deep, but rouſe thy utmoſt vigour. 
DI. 


S1 vo. 
Tistous d already: ev ry thought a1 in me: 


When once reſentment kindles in the foul 
D | Its 
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Its fiery tumult, Heav'ns! it will have vent, 
And nought will ſatisfy, and nought abate it. 
Eucardion, haſten hither ; good old friend, 

Thou injur'd king; come, and avenge thy wrongs, 
Ah! little think they of the heart I bear ; 

Theſe outward rags envelop inward greatneſs ; 
Alcander lives, Alcander lives in Servio: 

I have a ſoul can combat ſlavery, - 
The frowns of tyranny, the threats of pride, 
The perſecuting rigour of revenge, 
For good Eucardion.— Come, this night, come 


hither. 
[ Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


IOW 
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ACT. 
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FF 
SCENE, A Room in a Priſon. 


AxrAsLA and CLRORA. 


AR PAS IA. 


OW ſullen does the tardy night paſs on 
From hour to hour in dreary pace profound, 
To all but me inviting! How the knell 
Of diſtant echo wand' ring in the air, 
Meets my attentive fancy: forward ſtill 
To graſp at more than phantaſy— ſerene 
Amid the ſilence of the dungeon's gloom, 
We count the mournful moments: Say, Cleora, 
Haſt thou not learnt there is ſome pow'r above, 
That aids the virtuous unfortunate, | 
Pours ſoft'ning balm into the ſwelling wounds 
Of naiſome care, and peſtilent affliftion, 
And adds contentment to calamity ? 
CLEORA. 
If aught from me cou'd render conſolatian, 
I'd talk, een till the language ſunk beneath me; 
In tender dalliance ſpeak, till time forgets 


* Gant paſſage—ſoothe thee all wy tale 
f D 2 2 Of 
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Of ſympathy expires, and breathe thee peace of 
| mind. | 
| Ax PAS IA. 
How difficult, Cleora; wayward fate 
Provokes man's patience, een to deſperation ; 
And ling'ring pity never loiter'd here. 2 
Ah! my Cleora, yet perplexing care 
Lags on my drooping boſom, weighs me down 
Amid the various current of my thoughts, 
And agitates the motion of my brain: 
Care, like departed friends upon the mind, 
Leaves a corroding radiance, with diſeaſe 
Contaminates the ſoul, and ſtamps _— 
An undiſſembled veſtige. 
8 
es, Arpaſia; : 
But why need we . ? Why mourn our lot, 
When hundreds ſhare the lhe ? Does Hearn 
moleſt 
Two wretched mortals for revenge of thouſands ? 
That were indeed moſt hard —It is not ſal 
| ARPASIA. | 
Ah! would it were, Cleora ; I might then 
Be more content; might ſip the dregs of life, 
The bitter potion of captivity, 
With more complacence ; then might I endure 
The toil of ling'ring pain with mild ſubmiſſion, 
With calmer mein, and patience more reſign'd. 
Believe me, when I vow, the bittereſt cop 


Of 
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Of harſh reflection would be then moſt ſweet, 
Hyblæn fragrance wave its odours here | 
Amid the dungeon vapours, and diſpel 
amn 
CLEORA. 

What means, Arpaſia ? Cavihe hand of cite 
Produce ſuch mingled ſorrows, and affail 
A heart like thine with complicated woes ! 
Forbid it, Heaven! The worſt is ſure at hand; 
In ſpite of deſtiny bear up thy mind, 
Nor fink o'erwhelm'd by fortune and deſpair. 

ARPASIA. 

Could I, Cleora; counſel is moſt ſweet 
When pity dictates. Yet, Cleora, think, 
How many pine within this darkſome cell, 
Parching with thirſt, and quivering with fear, 
Borne down: before the load of their afflictions; 
How many are bereft of all they have, | 
Of wife—of family—of ſofter cares— 
Of little farms—of competence and peace, 
Ay, here bereft of all; ſave what the frown 
Of ſtern adverſity can miniſter, | 
A. heart of ſorrow, impotence, and pain, 
Combin'd with all the fierceſt pangs of woe ! 
Yes, my Cleora, thoughts like theſe, unnerve 
The firmeſt breaſt ; and I could well reſign 
Even thy converſe, to enjoy alone | 
My own. ſenſations, unprovok'd by others, 
Than to be bleſt with ſuch ſociety. 


CLEORA. 
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CLEORA. 
Hark! —Methought I heard a human voice 
AR PAS IA. 
Twas fancy, child; that phantom of the brain! 
CLEORA. 
Was ever woman thus !—amaz'd I hear 
Such ſtrains of virtue! 
2 Ar ATA. 
1 | Would but ſome meſſenger, 
| Or ſent from Heav'n, or from the realms of day, 
Where the ſun ne'er refus'd his radiance, 
But tell me of my father: good old man ; 
| Oh! when ſhall I behold Eucardion ? 
| When Verbert too? The only beings left, 
| 


ay o eaſe my ſorrows, or my doubts alleviate. 
CLAWS. | 
"Nay, my Arpaſia, ſatisfy thy thoughts, 
For ſuch as theſe are painful! think of me, 
And of my loſt Alvario! 
Ax As IA. 
| This young prince, 
This e cle 
CLEORA. 
Let me perſuade-thee, 
c aſt off theſe fears, do they foretel thee miſchief ? 
AP ASTA.: | 
Deſtruction, my Cleora—Hark Ea ſtep 
Of waking mortal beats its near approach ! 
Be ſtill.— N — Servio. ) # 
| Tau 


| } 
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Tis Servio's footſtep, and he comes; 
Comes, like an angel to deal pity round, 
And raiſe our drooping hopes. Thou haſt a heart 
Of ſympathizing tenderneſs, my Servio, 
And in the vaſt affliction of thy ſoul, 
Condemn'd by fate to taſte the loathſome cup 
Of griping poverty, and pining ſorrow, 
Canſt ſoothe the fallen wiſhes of deſpair : 
Canſt thou, like me, contented on the couch 
Of gnawing pain draw the unwholeſome air 
Of this dark place; endure the worſt of ills, 
And learn to bear them with becoming pride ? 
| SERVIO. 

I think I can, fair maid; wretch ſhould I be 
Had fortune dealt more kindly ; I could then 
Ne'er aid the oppreſs'd—thank Heaven! I'm inur'd 
To all the blind varieties of fate, 

I can look down upon the charms of life, 

The fair outſide of ſublunary bliſs, 

With mild indifference, and calm content. 
ARPASIA. | 

Such words as theſe, ſent from a heart like thine,, 
To cheer the ſorrows of a woman's ſoul, 
Bound with the pow'rful chain of bitter woe, 
Demand that rev'rence thy ſtate forbids me: 
Take then my ſimple thanks. 

SERVIO. 
Enough Arpaſia, 


Let recolle&ion loſe her pains on thee; 8 
| r 


'24 THE NOBLE SLAVE, 


On what you was let not your memory reſt, 
But what you are to be, anticipate ; 
Think, here thou dwell'ſt, where ne'er the ſoft'ning 
| hand 
Of gentle meekneſs found its welcome yet; 
Here groveling on the earth, diſtemper dwells, 
 Unwholeſome damps hang heavy round your head, 
Thick clogs the air along the vaulted aiſle, 
And bitter chills invade this nauſeous cell; 
Short is that life, doom'd to ſuſtain ſuch deſtiny, 
| ARPASIA. BE. 
If tears of ſympathy controul the heart, 
And melt the rage of inhumanity, 
They'll work on thee; you feel with ey'ry being 
Beſet with grief, and hurried by deſpair. 
SERVIO. 
Waſte not thy time in words: I have a tale 
Shall rouſe each latent ſpark of vigour left, 
Unite the lacerated hopes of ſafety, 

Call back each ſmile of youth, each tear of "RY | 
Long ſince ſunk down within thy waſted. boſom : 
Wilt thou but hear me? 

 ARPASIA. 
Alas! I fear I dare not !— 
 CLEORA, 
Be not affrighted; for the wort i is vaſt, 
ARPASIA 
Wound not my ſoul with ridings ſuch as theſe, 
My ſpirits fail me, and I cannot hear. 


SERVIO, 


THE NOBLE SLAVE. 25 
S'ERVIO. | 
As I perceive ſuch tumults ſwell thy heart, 
J will deſiſt ; but give me leave, fair maid, 
To introduce the objects of your fears 
I would not, by my ſoul; ye Heav'ns, bear witneſs] 
I would not diſcompoſe thy hour of reſt, 
Or; for one moment, add to thy afflictions. 
| ARP ASTA. 
1 can confide in thee.— 


| SERVIO, 
Farewel! Arpaſia; I will not ſuſpend” - 
Thy fleeting paſſions :—hither, lovely trembler, 
Quick I'll return : nought ſhall retard my purpoſe, 


Enter PR OS HERO. 
Who dares moleſt this manſign of affliction? 
Speax 
SERVIO. | 
Thy faithful Servio. 
PROSPERO. 
Then begone, nor fail thy charge. 
[ Exit Servio. 
Forgive me, fair one; at an hour like this, 
Why ſhould I thus intrude ? But, noble maid, 
Know'ſt thou what tortures hang upon the mind, 
Big-ſwoln with paſſion, and oppreſs'd with love: 
Know'ſt thou, how ev'ry object is to me, 
The dulleſt offspring of * weakneſs, 
All, all but thee, 


E 8 
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A RPASIA: 
TEST See, my Cleora, ſee; 
Not e' en the hour of my captivity | 
Is free from infult : yet new pangs ſucceed, | 
And terrour on A exaggerates| | 


PROSYERO. 
Wilt thou 5 nought to eaſe my frantic ſoul? 
Nought to reſtrain the rancorous force of grief, 
Or ſoften my diſconſolate deſpair ? | 


ARPASIA. 

If, Sir, you come to heap affſictions on me, 
To add to all the torments I ſuſtain, | 
Thy tale will prove moſt fatal to my peace ! 

If thou wilt ſoothe me, leave me to my ſorrows ; 
Leave me to wander in the lonely cell, 
In unmoleſted ſadneſs trace the dungeon; 
My thoughts are my companions ! 
| PROSPERO. 

Think not, faireſt, 
Thou lovelieſt on earth, think not thus harſh ; 
The deepeſt fenſe of pity draws me hither, 
With love combin'd, the ſtrongeſt paſſion left; 
Here ſoft compaſſion drops upon my ſoul 
Her pious aliment ; I come, Arpaſia, 
Led by the mutual hopes of love and pity : 
Look not thus coldly on the heart of him, 
Whoſe only comfort reſts upon thy ſmile ; 
Caſt thy diſdain away, 


ARPASIA, 
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Tun An A. 10.255102 * 
e i en 
Ade u ue pg my corroded ſoul k 
If you have aught of meek benevalence, 
Aught of the gen rous feeling of a man.. 
Wound me not thus, it agitates my brain 


Each ſoft addreſs, each ſentence, eruel prinee, 


Falls from thy tongue like impious ſorcery, 
Without a charm, without effect on me: 
Better, Sir, far, to mourn at my misfortune, 
Than talk thus tender to a feeble wretch 

Whoſe heart is not her on, whoſe waſting life 

Is linking by degrees into the earths 21-7 1 

That endleſs manſtom of per petual pcace l 100 

Nor : more perplex me.— 

| Pin 6fS!P ER N 
or AAA AHA eU lt ts you might 2 as well, 

Go, harrow reaſon from the mind of man, 

Invade the laws of "nature; or invert 

T he lage decrees o Providenee zl cannot, 

I dare not _— che thus 40 91791 . iO 
Arn 1/0 AN Fig aue lu, ag, 
3 WM +» |, 

dont! young Pla 'thits Arſine@'obtinacy4 

If each'fevolvitg Hour brings newe eee 

And esa ion Heber Rds a et 

Wicke my rl Boforn! T could well 


Smile 0 on the he Pit dt Ueſtiny! ſuſtain | A vid 
10 men 
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The agonies of life, caſt off my hopes, 
And alienate my heart from its attachments ! 
Think then, nor torture what you cannot cure; 
I only wiſh to paſs each day in ſilence. 
At night to lay me on the thorny couch. 
Of violent diſeaſe, or wild de pair, 
So that my ſorrows may remain at reſt:. 
Beware; ere you condemn me ta deed, 433008 
That my diſturb one RHO of mind for ever. 
[Exit Arpaſia and Cre 
195397 p. ROS Deng, i n 
Unhappy wretch l loſt and undone indeed! 
Ye Heav'ns, aſſiſt or take a wretched being, 
Confus d. by paſſion which en ſtifle.!.. 1811 1 


L 
SCENE II. 
ViazzxT, "Atvazis, Paviinvs, andBranayrrO, | 
el 1 10 LET: 5 25 48 (371 RO > JT 7. 011. 811 0 
ns PAPLINYS. 24471 p12 9bevnl 


' Theamorn Advances and tlie ſhades of. night 
Quickly retire from the face of day 
Light will return again and chęer our ſadneſs.— | 


i Az VARIO. 
Bear like amnan the deſtiny Med; awd 


Fate ha juapoſed.its ftemglt mandate on hs}... + 
The vicw of things will | wear another , aſpect, . .. 


IA 


And each eyent produce Ape Happier. ch han div 

This active Have, whoſe'cye <9nzrouls our . 

* forth a luſtre brighter than ferpility; 
Op 
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Or my thoughts fail me, he's a noble ſlave! 
 VERBERT. 
Why think you ſo, Alvario ? But he comes, 
And ne'er remits the truſt which is allowed him. 
Enter SERVI1O. | 
SERVIO. 
May each new moment bring you new content; 
May I be meſſenger of gladneſs to you, 
And ne'er forſake you till in perfect peace! 
£112 70D ABER: 
| Virtue, when buried in the dregs of life, 
Wrapt in the heart of him, whoſe toil is bumble; . 
Whoſe only wealth is pity ; even there 
Is more refin'd, more amiably bright 
Than burſting forth from majeſty and pomp, 
From haughty terrour, or indignant pride; 
J view thee as a man ſent down-from;Heav'n, , | 
Array'd in ſoftneſs, and in mild compaſſion, 
To calm the troubled- paſſions of the fqul; 
Of pining 6. and morbid weicher 
S ERVI oO. 2 nl 
No moebel * my friend; for my hon "a 
To name thee thus think ſt thou a ſlave like me, 
Could aid the noble ſorrows of ny ſoul ? 


7 


—_— TEES F208 1 
You ſpeak, good man, a language Pb indeed, 
Untold amen en | 
2151 e g 
107161 — you old Alcander ? I 
VERBERT. 


{ 
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menen. | 

. Knew him, Servio ! 
Full many a time have I with rapture gaz'd on, 
With more than warlike inſpiration view'd him; 
How many times theſe arms have been ne 
In ſilent admiration of his virtues ! 
Knew him, go aſk the meaneſt wretch on earth, 
Who he moſt dreads, and who he moſt reveres, 
He'll tay Alcander:Aſk the tyrant too 
Whoſe hoſtile arm he fear'd above the reſt, 
He'll frown, and thunder out, the curſt Alcander. 
But what of him? Methinks tis mee 
E'en as I ſpeak, ſoſt recollection beams © | 
Upon my vigorous fancy :—Yes, ye ew 24 


I can, obſerve a bold reſemblance to him! 


© -» 


Alvario, fee; doſt thou behold Alcander ? 


The ſame; none ei ee 501 wory I 
$4407 e ee Vert 
Reſtrain cy wid amazement? 00k 


It is Alcander; in this humble g 

In this low ſtation does Alcander breathe 

Dooni'd by the regions of bliſs, to re. 

A loſt dominion, and a throhe ufurp d. 

NVA 10 % od bi: Blas 

iT he fame—his very mile none but Alcander:— 
ere. 
Diſmiſs a terrours; venerate the ſtars 


That thus * hel n influence here! 
544 5 81 
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Suſpicion drops her tongue; not e' en the eye 
Of baleful curioſity has reach'd 
Its luſtre here: Beware! Eucardion comes: 
This night the good old king diſguis'd arrives, 
To fave a daughter, and releaſe a crown. 
* VERBERT. 

Comes ; and to ſave a daughter ; and this night ! 
Speak, nor curtail the pleaſure thou canſt give me, 
Where is Arpaſia? fay, Alcander, where? 


SERVIO, 
Be not diſmay'd—I will direct thee to her, 


"© 


VERBERT. 

All things concur to ſtrike amazement in me! 
How came thee hither in this piteous ſtate ? 
How came Arpaſia thither ? I have more 
Than time can grant me to enquire of thee, 
Theſe ſtrange viciſſitudes from abject fortune, 
Call from my heart its fervent gratitude, 

And adoration to divine complacence ! 


 ALvaR1o. 
I am fo ſunk amid theſe ſcenes of woe, 
I know not what to think, or how to act, 
So unexpected do events occur! 
Eucardion coming, and Arpaſia here ! 
Alcander lives, lives to preſerve our ſafety ! 
Perhaps a nearer object to my hopes, 
Vet lags, tho' unobſerv'd within the dungeon, 
And pines unſeen, unnotic'd and unknown 
| SERVIO. 
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SERVIO. 
What means Alvario ? Satisſy thy ſoul, 
And cheriſh the ideas of promis'd bliſs, 
In privacy and ſilence:. ere the dawn 
Eucardion Comes; comes to aſſail the caſtle ; 
Comes well defended to wreſt juſtice hence, 
And riſk his laſt endeavour for his rights. 
Farewel !—Verbert, with me conduct thy ſteps, 
PII lead thee unſuſpected to the maid, | 
Who mourns your abſence, and bewails your fate. 
| VERBERT. 
Ye pow'rs ſupport me in the trying moment ! 
[ Exit Servio and Verbert. 
PavLinus. FO 
'Tis mighty ſtrange ! concurring Providence 
So bounteous in goodneſs, will not fail 
To terminate our woes! | 
Enter OD AL EZ and TREMISS VS. 
OO ATE 2. 
Some wild diſorder ſeems to lurk unſeen 
Among the captives ; diſcontent prevails 
And ſpreads contagion o'er their hapleſs ſouls ; 
How fares the night, my captives ? 
PauLinus.. 


Sad indeed | 
ODalitsz. 


Has no unuſual rumour moved around | 

| Theſe gloomy ſhades which agitates your breaſts ? 

All is infected; and I know not whence !— 
PavLinus, 
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, ans 100 fects 1c 2 
N othing we ve heard, and nothing ſeen to night, 
| OvDaLltz. 
Rumour's a very gangrene to the mind, 
Wounds and contaminates each wild idea. 
Sheds baleful influence o'er the nouriſh'd thought, 
And vice on vice accumulates : It is foul 
Beyond the fouleſt ſin ; like a diſeaſe 
Its noiſome peſtiſence corrupts mankind, 
Ontſteps the wildeſt notion of ſuſpicion, 
And every truth diſguiſes :!—Sure, moſt bitter 
Is ſuch a "us to infeſt this place 1— 
TREMISCUS. 


Nothing moves here—good night, brave men, 
farewel ! 
nn * the morn 25 another Change | ! 
| [Exeunt, 
Enter VzkBBRT and Sxn vi 1 and 
Ci.zoRa, ſeverally. 


ARPASIA. 
He comes; but ah! with whom | Hold now ye 


pow'rs! 
And let me gaze, e en till mine eye-lids drop 
* Alt is my Verbert— 
VBgRBERT. 
I am thy Verbert ! I am thy faithful love! 


Fhis my Arpaſia, none but my Arpaſia | 
F e 
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But how, or whence; or whither we are deſtin'd, 
5 Leave to the pow r of time: Enough we've found 
| Each in the arms of health, tho* in a dungeon !— 

L Alcander, I am ever bound to bleſs thee, 

ARPASI 4A. 


| Is this Alcander ?—Heav'n, thy will be done | ! 


q | \.. Szavio. 
| Reſtrain the tumult of this wild ſurprize 'J 
i Propitious fate conducts thee to thy Verbert ; | 
| | And waſte not thus the moment in amazement, 
1 Thou art Cleora ſure? - 
g Canons. 1 
I am Cleora. 
SERV10., 


A ſoldier from without wou'd ſpeak to thee ; 
He brings thee tidings of a dear concern.— 
1 will direct thee to him: youth, farewel ! 
Farewel to ev ry toil of care and ſadneſs ;— 
This night, ſo pregnant with uncommon chances, 
Shall ſafely lead you to the bow'r of peace; 

This night ſhall terminate our miſeries. 
Exit ** and . 
ARPA SIA. 

Events ſo oddly preſs, ſo ſtrange combine bat 
Such complicated happineſs o'erwhelms me, 
That I'm ſunk down to an exceſs of weakneſs ! 

V'ERBERT. | 

Forbear, forbear, this tempeſt of ambzement! 

How came I hither, or how I found thee here, 


x 4 


Let 
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Let us reſt ſatisfied in deſtinß; 

Nor waſte the precious hour in dull enquiry. 

Each word I ſpeak, gralys ſuch a length of ume, 

That we muſt part, ere we exchange embraces; 3 

Now cou'd I willingly reſign my hopes 

Ot future greatneſs to be bleſt with thee: — 
 ARPASIA. 

But, Verbert, ſay ; how juſt are the decrees 

Ol pious fate: I wou'd not looſe this moment, 

Not for imperial grandeur ; nor my Verbert, 

For a long age of life, and worldly Pomp. 


VER BERT. 
How doſt 40 feel? Do 8800 pref thee 
down, Fiten Gf) 
And miſeries exaggerate aer T 
VO RPIA SIA I "me 


Eau not, Verbert; for the paſſing moment 
Will not permit me to relate my tale; 
I can endure the ſorrows of my ſoul, 
Forget the bitterneſs of deſtiny, 
While verbert lives; and lives for his Arpaſia. 
VER BERT. 
Oft have I wander'd in the paths of peace, 
Oft in the mazes of fantaſtic joy, 
When bearded wiſdom, ſage in her approach, 
Rear'd her high head, fo difficult to reach, 
Taught me to guard againſt the ills of life, 
And all the pow'rful force of blind oppreſſion; 
But not puuloſophy cou'd aid me more, 
F 2 Nor 
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Nor vehemence of friendſhip, nor the breaſt 
Of firm fidelity cou'd thus enchant me, 
Or grant thoſe feelings which I now enjoy : 
No hour like this, e' er gave me ſatisfaction; 
Or heighten'd all the heav'nly charms of bliſs; 
A tongue like thine, cou'd ſoothe an anchorite ; 
And virtue never found a purer ſeat 
Than in thy heart,— _ 
ARPASIA. 
Yer, vet! dread thy fafety ! 
Say, is it poſſible in this erear cell, 
That all the pow'rs of fate cou'd give relief ? 
| VERBERT. 
. Deſpair not, love; no enemy on earth 
Has pow'r to deprive me of Arpaſia; 
Since Providence has thus beſtow'd his goodneſs, 
On mortals who cou'd live but in each other, 1 
He'll ſurely reſcue our afflictions from us, 
N —— ey re. 
| BY, 225 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT III. 

Night,-S CE N E, the Outſide of a Caſtle: 

EvcaRDION and an Officer. 

EucaRrDIiON. 

AR in the boſom of yon wildeſt wood, 
Where ne'er the eye of man's officious ſearch, 
Attracted him to ruminate alone; 
Or human penetration cou'd ſuggeſt 
Aught dang' rous there, repoſe ſecure in ſafety : 
Lead not thy curioſity aftray, 
For vain will be the effort to diſcover 
The purpoſe of my foul ; anon, Þ'll join thee: 
Let not diſtemper move around thy helmet, 


Or agitate thy men to mutiny :— 
W yet tis night, conduct them thither. 


[Exit Officer. 


Now let Alcander come; may vengeful fate 
Avert its frowns from him !—Be ftill my foul, 
Nor to oblivious darkneſs pour thy ſorrows ! 

This is the ſecret ſpot, and this the hour, 

As I remember right, Alcander faid, 

"MM By not thy preſence, nor forget the time, 
“Kingdoms 
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c Kingdoms depend on thee ; how many lives 
« Each ling'ring. moment wretchedly prolongs! _ 
How expectation ſaddens in the breaſt oo 
« Of woeful care! Such were Alcander's words. 
Eucardion came, - unwilling to decline 
Such bold occaſions to relieve mankind ; 
He comes; reluctance ne'er brought him hither; 
A country's wounds, a daughter's ſores to heal, 
| Reſtore my ſubjects to their reſcued rights, 
And do all man can execute for man.— 

[Enter ¶ Servio now ) 21 


But ſee. —4 meditating ſilent mortal 7 
Here bends his path; a meagre feeble wretch... 
Bound in the garb of penury, a ſtranger 
To all the various agonies of wealth, | 
Of pompous opulence, or wide dominion. — « b 5 
I'll e'en approach him: miſerable man 
His poverty is ſo weigh'd down by carec, 
That fleep forſakes him; on his homely | pillow, 1 
Sits grinding want, and ſwoln neceſſity. — — 
Good man, retard thy footſtep; it is A 
Mayhap thou' rt accuſtom'd to In, | 
Canſt diſſipate with ſympathy,. the ſoul, 
Sunk down amid the turbulence of 1 | 
And art no ſtranger to the ills of life? 

We are inur'd to feel, alike oppreſs d, | 
And fellow- partners i in the heap of i 4 

What a. thou! A 1 7 
Alcan DER. 


2 
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ALCANDER. 
That I can wonder at my fate! 
Thy well-known accents ſpeak thou'rt unhappy! 
Am I too bold? - Thy dignity of mein, 
Thy native greatneſs, undiſſembled worth, 
And each new look of animated hope, 
Add boldneſs to my ſpeech :—Eucardion, ſay; ; 
Thou art Eucardion— 
'EUucAaRDION. 
Alcander !— 
ALCANDER, 
Yes, Alcander !— 
EUuCARDION. 
Faithful, ever honour'd friend— wt) 
Theſe outward rags obſcur'd the ſemblance to thee, 
And undermin'd my ſearching vigilance, 


Say, how have been thy hopes; ſay, how thy fears? 


Toſs'd by the tempeſt of ſuſpending fate, 
Which irritates the paſſions of the ſoul ? 
 _ALCANDER. 
Now all my fears are fled; timely thou com'ſt 
To cheer the ſorrows of afflicted men, 
To buoy the ſinking ſpirits of a mind | 
Adorn'd with modeſt worth and heav'nly virtue, 
 EucaRDION | 
How is Arpaſia ? How is my injur'd flavghter? 
ALCANDER 
A few ſhort moments, and I will direct 
Your bounding hopes to their long-wiſh'd-for gaol ; 
Thou 
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Thou ſhalt behold Arpaſia, great in ſorrow, 
Superior to all the ſordid views | 
Of narrow craft, or frail humanity ; | 
She riſes ſplendid in the vale of woe, 

More virtuous in miſery, and bears 
Her painful lot with god-like moderation. 
-EvcarDion. 15 
And does ſhe ſhare the meaſure of her griefs 
With philoſophic calmneſs ?—I defy, 
Man, I defy thy bittereſt reſentment !— 
Canſt thou not lead me to her unobſery'd, 
That I may fold her in my aged arms, 
Wipe from her eyes the lacerated tear, 
And ſip the dews from her untainted lips; 
Oh bear me, bear me to her, good Alcander ; 
I can ſurmount a multitude of dangers, 
| To fave a daughter, and releaſe a crown. 
ALCANDER. 
Art thou yet come unarm'd and unprepar'd, 
To meet the terrours of malignant wrath ? 
 _ EvcarDion 
A choſen band in vigilant reſerve, 
Beyond the roving eye of curious mortal, 
Lies unmoleſted in the woody vale, 
Wrapt in the ſhroud of calm ſecurity :— 
Does no ſuſpicion yet unſeen, foment 

The weak ideas of deluded minds? 

Fame, like a whirlwind, ſpreads contagion round, 
And agitates mankind. ol, + 


ALCANDER. 
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ALCANDER. 


Oft indeed 'tis ſo: 
Driven by the guſt of ev'ry rude report, 
And roving rumour of the wand'ring crowd, 
The mind of man is open to diſtruſt, 
Huſh'd as the filence of the midnight hour, 
And undiſturb'd, no whiſper yet provokes 
The peace that rules within, —My humble cov'ring 
Is proof againſt ſuſpicion. | 


EucaRDION. 


Enough, my friend ;j— 
Let us no longer waſte the fleeting hour; 
Conduct me to the centre of my hopes; 
Firſt let me claſp my offspring in my arms, 
Preſs to my boſom her expiring eaſe, 

And renovate the pleaſures of her ſoul. 
The ſight of me will baniſh from her breaſt, 
Each rude emotion of afflicted thought; 
I can adminiſter a balm, to heal 

The gnawing pangs of hopeleſs deſtiny ;— 
And then to arms, Alcander ;—to revenge; 
Then will my blade, with tenfold ſtreng ch, deſcend 
Upon the —— W = 


1 2 [Exeunt, 
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SCENE Il. 


AL VARIO and CLEORA. 


A ſoldier born to love thee; doom'd by fate 
To be an out-caſt from his native land ; 
Curs'd by the influence of Heaven; abhorr'd 
By his own abject ſelf, without Cleora : 

My hopes are now reviv'd; in thee I view 

Each tender emblem of returning peace :— 

How have thy moments of affliction paſs'd ? 

How haſt thou call'd, unheard, upon Alvario ? 

How haſt thou pray'd, invok'd all-bounteous 
Heav'n : 

To give the reſt, to bring thee to Alvario ? 


CLEORA. 
I was reſign'd ; I bore with patient brow 
The rigour of my fortune. 
| ALvARI1O. 


Bleſt Cleora, 
Hoy is thy ſtrength exhauſted ? I might well 
Purſue the path which thou haſt trac'd before, 
With ſuch endearing fortitude: yet tell me, 
Say, my Cleora, nor perplex with doubt 

The heart of thy Alvario :—Canſt thou love, 
Canſt thou behold me with affection's eye, 
Debas'd by fortune. and oppreſs'd by fate? 
Canſt thou look down as thou waſt wont to do, 


Upon 
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Upon a piteous mortal, overwhelm'd 
With all the agonizing pains of ſorrow ; 
His body worn e'en to a bedrid ſpectre, 

His brow o'erclouded with calamity, 

His ſpirits ſunk, and all his former luſtre 
Embitter'd with encroaching apprehenſions ? 


CLE ORA. 


Deem not, Alvario, I ſuſpect thy truth; 
I've try'd thee, and I know thy virtues well; 
Thy love is fo faſt chain'd upon my boſom, 
That not the ſterneſt fate, ſevereſt woe, 

Or bittereſt calamity can looſe it. 


ALVARIO. 


Such goodneſs ſure, is not deſign'd for man! 
Let me embrace thee !—with the ſoothing heart 
Of grateful, pious, firm fidelity, 

Partake the noble ſorrows of thy ſoul : 

How does each paſſion in my feeble breaſt, 

Direct to thee; the balm upon thy tongue 

Emits ſuch dewy fragrance, I coy'd live 

Unaided by all other nutriment, 

So I cou'd ſip ſuch heavenly purity. 
 CLEORA. 

I can believe thee: ſince our luckleſs cares 
Were blinded by the partial veil of things, 
Andall the terrour of perpetual abſence; 

I cou'd not from my thoughts expel thy dangers ; 
| G 2 Thy 
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Thy name for ever dropp'd upon my ſpeech, 
Thy baniſh'd virtues gave me pain indeed, 
And ſadneſs was the monarch of my ſoul. 


AL VARIO 


How oft in the vexation of my heart, 
Oft have I, my Cleora, when the tide 
Of human ſorrow bore down all my hopes, 
And preſs'd my expectation to deſpair ; 
Oft have I, lovelieſt fair, when rancorous ills 
Controul'd the tender purpoſe of my boſom, 
When I was plung'd in the abyſs of woe, 
And laden with the weight of earthly care, 
Pour'd forth my prayers for thee, offer'd on high 
Repeated vows in ſolemn ſupplication, 
Thank'd Heav'n for all its mercies to Cleora, 
Implor'd its aid, and begg'd thy peace for ever. 

CLEORA. 
Generous man! And how can I requite thee ? 


Teach me, Alvario, how to prize this goodneſs ? 
Teach me to be grateful for thy love. a 


AL VARIO. 


Lovelieſt maid, dread not the wrongs of life; 
I will yet ſhield thee from the piercing ſtorm 
Of adverſe enmity, imperious wrath, _ 
Of mercileſs revenge, and haughty malice. 
Eucardion comes this night; he comes, fair maid, 
To reſcue innocence and puniſh crimes ; x 
To 


THE NOBLE SLAVE. 4s 


To wreſt his rights from an uſurping tyrant, 
Releaſe his daughter, and reſume his throne. 
CLEORA.. 
Propitious be the hand of Heav'n towards him! 


ALVARIO. 

Our ſouls misfortune has not to afflict : 
Tho” we were combating the ſword of fortune, 
Were hurried by the burſting ſtorms of fate, 
Oppugn'd by all the vengeance of oppreſſion, 
We cov'd reſiſt them: and while free from fear, 
Without controul repoſe ſecure in. peace, 
Sink in each others arms, and ſmile our cares to reſt. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


MINAN DER and ODALEZ. 


MINANPD ER. 

Or is it but the phantom of my brain? 

* ODaLEz. 

Vet may I aſk, my noble ſovereign, 
Yet may thy friend, ebſequious to honour, 
Whoſe fate is thine—Why at this hour of night 
You rove the gloomy dungeon, and devour 
The peſtilential moiſture of the earth? 
Does any painful ailment on the limbs, 
Spread its corroding languor ? or does thought, 
Does bittereſt thought moleſt thy Numb'ring ſoul ? 


MINANDER, 


- 
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M1iNANDER. 


Is ever the uneaſy heart of man 
To feel contending conflicts! I retir'd, 
And all was calm, unruMed and ſerene, 
No midnight whiſper, no aſſuming dread, 
Alarm'd my moſt irreſolute ſenſations ; 
But ſteep was a diſturber to repoſe ; 
My mingled fancy haunted with ideas, 
Of wild illuſions and eccentric dreams, 
Provok'd that reſt my age requires in vain : 
I wak'd; and tell me, by thy life declare, 
If aught unruly paſſion ſtirs within, 
If in captivity diſorder reigns, 
Or mutiny has poiſon'd all my cares 
To ſtrengthen peace, and fatisfy mankind ? 


ODALESZ. 


Ay, by the word of. honour moſt untainted, 
By all the vows a warrior moſt reveres, | 
A friend moſt truſts; I ſwear thy fears are falſe : 
Dismiſs them : Is there aught Minander dreads ? 
Is there on earth a virtue more deſir'd, 
Than fortitude of heart? Minander, no: 

And who enjoys it equal with my king ? 
Let not theſe fancied horrours of the night, 
The ſtrange effect of languor and fatigue, 
Bear down the native greatneſs of thy ſoul. 


MINANDER, 
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MINAN DER. | 
Odalez, yes, I fear the treacherous friend; 
A general ſhou'd pierce with keener eye, 
That dark unſtable mirrour of the mind, 
The heart of friendſhip ; Man is by nature falſe; 
By Heav'ns, I'd rather combat with the gods, 
Than private enemy, or open foe. 
ODALEZ. | 
Haſt thou no confidence in man? Doſt think 
All liable to err on falſhood's fide ? 
Or, brave Minander, open me thy ſoul, 
And tell me if Odalez move thy paſſion. 


MIN AN DER. 
Far, very far, Odalez, be the thought! 
Far as content is from the heart of man! | 
What perturbations, what diſturbance here? 


Enter PROSPERO nd | REMISCOUS. 
TREMISCUS. 


Shame on thy brow, or haſt thou no remorſe? 

But here's Minander— * | 

M1iNANDER. 

Whither, Tremiſcus, ſay, 

Was thy reſentment hurrying ? 

TREMISCUS. 

My liege, 

If Tie reſtrain'd it; at thy ſight it drops, 
Thy virtues kindle a more noble flame, 


And rouſe my heart to different ſenſations. |, 
PROSPERO, 
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 PRoOSPERO. 
My lord, it is preſumption to deny 
The paſſion that excites my breaſt to anger: 
Ir will not bear controul, diſdains reſtraint, 
And ſtruggles with the conſcious pangs of fear. 


MINAN DER. 

Produce, my ſon, this offspring of thy ſoul; 
I warn thee, Proſpero, beware how far 
Thy youth and inexperience may lead me, 
Beware how thou provok'ſt thy aged father, 
Doom not his hoary head to ſink in ſorrow, 
Let no ignoble deed perplex his weakneſs, 
Or agitate his drooping frame with fear— 
Such torrents does the tide of fate pour down, 
That I ſhall ignominious reſign 
Theſe tottering pow'rs to its veheinence. 


* 


PROSPHERO. 

Forgive me, noble ſire; forgive thy ſon; 
He ſues forgiveneſs ere he has offended, 
And begs the gen'rous bleſſing of his father 

MINAN DER. 

Speak then, my ſon, nor mutilate thy tale; 
Unboſom all the ſecrets of thy heart, 
Nor dread Minander's wrath without incitement. 


PROSPERO. | 
I'm overborne with various ſenſations ; 
I hide not from thee my moſt ſecret thoughts, 
But hear with patience, and condemn with pity :— 


There 


. 
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There is a captive, noble ſire, whoſe virtues 
Humanity might emulate : whoſe beauty, 
Exterior grace, and dignity of mien, 

. actuate the graveſt foul to love :— 
M1NANDER. 

Stay, I command thee ; I have heard enough— 
And heard with patience ; ; pity cannot reach 
My .muldeſt thoughts : beware, young man, this 

paſſion ;— 
Think not thy father is grown old in folly, 8 
Among mankind ſtands like an empty 4 
Vacant in mind, and abject in'idea :— 
Think too, while time will give thee pow'r to think, 
Nor dread of aged father's vorſt reſentment. 
"On. 
Odatrez 72 1 


Ho canſt thou, like a vretech * under. 
ſtanding l 
Wes ne'er ſuperior to ths ſenſeleſs TE? M 
Thus diſcompoſe the calmneſs of thy abe 
And haraſs * infirmities of age. ſe (STK 
-PrRoOSPERO. | 
Katia, Odalez ; be not thus difturb'd ! ! 
You know my weakneſs, and allow my youth! 
Commiſerate the folly of thy prince, . 
Whoſe unexperienced mind, provok'd by nature, | 
Urged: by the tender properties of love, 25 
Can dare invade my father's jult poſſeſſion, |. 
Tremilſcus* hopes, and my own quietude. | 
H ObaLEz 


FS 
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ODOAL ZZ. 
Hah! What means my lord? 
TREMISCUS. 
His meaning's plain. 
OPDPALEZ. 
| Good Heav'ns, how adverſe is the will of fate! 


Let circumſpection be his only guide, 
And teach him prudence in the midſt of fear 


| TREMISCUS, 
And, if ambition ever ſo preſumes 
On his perfidious breaſt, let him beware 


ODals A 
8 what? of whom? tis ſurely en | 
And ſome unnatural cauſe, ſome baleful wrath 
Perverts the trial of fidelity ! 


TREMISCUS,. 

It does pervert it ; moſt ungen'rous Glens, 
Moſt falſe of men, to friendſhip and ſociety !— 
Forgive theſe tranſports : Nature will prevail, 
And often publiſh what we wou'd conceal ; 

My heart is injur'd, and I muſt complain: 
Ob I ez. 
Diſpel theſe angry thoughts: while here I ſtand 


A mutual friend to mediate between you, 


Let not Odalez interpoſe in vain: _ 
Explain the cauſe by which he has offended ; 
His plant breaſt will e comply :— — 
-. Tazmrscvs, 
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TREMISCUS. 
Let, him nw tings: caonot—dare | 

| not — 1 In OC 
Such agitation e mind "oY —u dad 
I will retire, and as his prudence leads 
So mine directs ; he knows eee 10 
Or reſolute diſmiſs, or firm determine 
Reſign thy paſſion, riſk thy hopes with mine.— 
Odalez, witneſs this ; and with thy friend, 
Fail not to meet here 'ere the early dawn 
Reviſits earth: I'm full well inclin'd ; 
He knows my temper—let him feel its force. 

| [Extt, 


ODaALEz 

I ſtand aghaſt ; and know not what to ſpeak— 
Or where I am, or whither I've been led! 
You tremble Proſpero ; impending tides 
Of human ill, ſome wild tempeſtuous gales, 
Preſs down thy ſenſes, and diſturb thy peace. 

 PROSPERO. 

can hear all, bear and defy the danger: 
No more of it—I am relax'd in fear, 
Nor for Tremiſcus, but Arpaſia. 
Forbear thy counſel, good Odalez, yet, 
I'm unprepar'd to meet it ; if you ſee 
Tremiſcus in your way, from me inform him, 
The time, the place, the purpoſe ſuits me well. 


H 2 [ Exit. 


ODpaLEZ. 


0 —— — — ͤoé— — 2 > 2 & 
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Oparee,: 
Unhappy prince! His heart is ſo nn: 


80 captivated by Arpaſia's beauty, 


Which ſure might melt the moſt ATE 3 
Nought can alleviate his force of love, 
Nought can compoſe him, nothing but * preſence 
Cup aid os noble virtues of n | 
, | 1113 2061 cot lers 
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SCENE. J. 


EvcarDion, Vennent, and ARPASIA. 


- 56, VIII IA r. 


\UCH unexpected gladneſs ſtirs my breaſt, 
That I could. gaze upon thy charms for ever. 
__EvcaRDION. 
Arpaſia, Verbert's thine ;, thou well deſerved'ſt 
her: 
May Heay' n prolong the verdure of her days, 
And grant her bleſſings unannoy'd by fear; 
Take, my Arpaſia, take him to thy boſom, 
Cheriſh his manly virtues with affe&tion; _ 
May length of years add to congenial love, 
Nor feeble life then ſadden into forrow, 
But animate declining hope with peace !— 
A few ſhort paces from the caſtle wall, 
Within the cloſeſt ambuſh of the wood, 
Where ne&er the wand'ring curioſity 
Of ſolitary mortal yet advanc'd, | 
A choſen number of my braveſt friends, 
A delegated band of warlike veterans, 
: Unſpotted 
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Unſpotted by the loathſome drugs of envy, 
And faithful in the heat of deſperation, _ 
Expect the ſignal which excites to action: 
Impatient in delay, and bold in zeal, 
Eager to puniſh crimes and worth exalt, 
They fly impetuous hither :—Let us waſte 
Not e' en the moment in uncertain doubt, 
Nor linger out the day in vain endeavours ; 
I'll leave you; and to my captive friends 
Repair to warn them of approaching liberty.— 
5 rern 
Be thine the care to paſs this day in peace; 
Haſte unſuſpected to the dark goode | 
Of pining ſolitude and torpid fear; 
There, unprovok'd by terrour or deſpair, | 
Sit calmly down ; there ruminate in hope, 
Upon eventual deſtiny; nor fink | 
Embitter'd by the cup of worldly woe; ; f ; 
I will return, and ſoften thy ſuſpenſe, * 905 


Arras. 


And wilt thou leave me, leave me to my fears? 
Is it for this I was a captive taten, 
To be the ſport of paſſion: to be plung d 
Deep in the ſwelling tide of human pain, 
And rais'd a moment to be ſunk for ever 
Stay, Verbert, ſtay, if thou haſt Aug of s 
Vet ſtay with thy A — 


vnn. 
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VERBERT. 
Nay, I dare not :;— 
| A RPASIA, 

"Think when thou leav'ſt me, how ſhall I ſuſtain 
The ſame tormenting rigour of my thoughts ; 

1 cou'd have borne them, borne them without mur- 
mur, 

With patient pain, with, an enduring ſmile, -_ 

And buoyed by the illuſive dreams of hope: 

But now, my Verbert, what ſhould I not ſuffer ? 

The ſight of thee, reviv'd my drooping breath, 

| Renew'd the chearful rays grown dim in ſadneſs, 

And gladden'd the receſſes of my ſoul :— 

Can I then leave thee ; no, I cannot leave thee's 

Not Zembla's ſnows, not all Siberia's froſts, 

Shall check the ardour of Arpaſia's boſom. 

VERBERT. 

Thou individual image of my mind., | 
What means thy reſtleſs mood? Wilt thou not hear? 
"Tis needleſs, vain, Arpaſia, this thy firmneſs : 

IIl would it not appear for me to ſhun 
The noble efforts of Eucardion's valour ? 
Shall I not aid him, aid him by my counſel ? 
And with the vigour of my youthful arm ?— 
Yes, to the deareſt breath of parting life, 
To the laſt ſtruggles of expiring hope, 
Will I aſſiſt him :—Faireſt, lovelieſt maid, 
* me not thus regardleſs of my AY 
I know 


n 
— 
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I know thou could'ſt not ſee me thus inactive, 


Languid amidſt the · violence of war, 

Or trembling at the moment of revenge _ 

Farewel ! when next my better ſtars direct me, 

E ſnalt be mine, never to vs from Verbert ! 
ILE 

| ARPASIA. OTA 

 Unkind indeed! fure it is moſt unkind! © 

This is the ſterneſt hour of reflection! = 

He's gone indeed ; ay, and, perhaps, for ever ! 


Oh let me not endure it, gracious Heav'n ! 


Let me not foſter ſuch a painful thought 
Drive from my ſoul the gathering ſtorm around, 


And quell the tyrant on my heart reclin'd !— 


Suſpicion is the poiſon of the mind: — 
Enter CL E OR A. 
What, do I meet Arpaſia in tears? 


Do I behold her venting all her ſorrow, 


And waſting the remains of ſtrength in ſadneſs ? 
Doſt thou repine at thy approaching fate? 
Doſt thou lament that liberty's ſo near? 
Or what doſt thou bewail ? 

AR PASIA. 

Alas, Cleora ; 

My fears o'erwhelm me, and my _ an! 

Crirora | 
Diſmiſs theſe fears, Arpaſia : 

 ARPASIA. 

Les, I would follow him where'er he goes, 


Thro' all the dangers of uncer:ain fate— 
Thro? 


THE NOBLE SLAVE. 57 


Thro' ſwelling oceans, and tumultuous waves, 

E'en when the tempeſt pours tremendous down 

Its weight of water ;—when the raging wind 

Impetuous hurries o'er the frowning deep; 

When pale deſpair, and haggard ſorrow yawns 

Upon his ſhiv'ring countenance ; I'll love him, 

With every infirmity of life, 

His pining agonies will claſp together, 

Fold in my arms his everlaſting woe, 

And ſhare the angry doom of gracious Heav'n ! 
| CLEORA, N 

Is this Arpaſia ? This the, mild frees oy, > 
And does the ſight of Verbert diſarrange, 
And aggravate che calmneſs of thy breaſt? 

Ax ASIA. 
Speak not, Cleora; J can ne er ſuſtain i it; 

But go, and in the torture of my ſoul, 

Seek conſolation from the dungeon 8 5 3 
There darkneſs will encircle ev'ry '- ' A 

And undiſembled  forrow find a ſhelter. , | 
. ALCANDER, Viet, ALVaRIO, 

PavLINUS, and BRABANTIO. 
ALAN DER. 

The morn, advancing thro* yon hidden ſky, 
Whoſe beams illuminate the firmament, wu 
Will yet retard our deſtiny this day,— 

Or haſte JOE purpoſe, or n your hopes. 


k n 
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\EvcanDioy. 


Decline them! by the mighty pow rs above, 
By all the terrours which invade mankind, 
When each event ſuſpends his reſolution! 

It muſt be done Suſpicion is a worm, 
That works unſeen within the human breaſt, 
Invents illuſions in the ſubtle ee 
Of diſcontented man, and oft diſcovers 
The very bottom of conſpiracy! 


AL VARIO. 

Perſuaſion ever dwells upon thy lip; 
Thou god-like pattern of angelic wiſdom ?' 
Thou haſt experienc'd the wily courſe 
Of diſſipated hearts; thou oft has ſearch d 
Into the deepeſt mine of e q | 
Into the boſom of tyrannic _—_— 
Wide haſt expos'd the crimes of th unworthy, 
And all the horrours of abhorr'd oppreffion! 


Obſequiouſly ready; we depend 
Upon the righteous cauſe which thou fullnineſt, 
And-on the honourable hopes of Faure. 


VERBERT, 
Noble Eucardion, vehement in good! 


Alcander, ever faithful to his vow, 


In on my thy cauſe will lead thee on, 


To thee we bend our judgments; to thy vun 44 


- 


Purſue the path which beſt thy heart e. 


Will reconduct thee from the dreary cell, 2 
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In bold demeanour, and enliven'd wiſdom, 
When unperceiv'd impetuous n 
Upon Minander's brow. : 


ALCANDER. 


And in that moment, 
When ev'ry eye looks earneſtly for ſafety, 
And ev'ry heart is on itſelf intent, 
When not a doubt pervades the keeneſt breaſt ; 
But, with one gen'ral conſternation ſiez'd, 
Th' oppreſſor ſinks under his own ideas, 
And totters on the brink of diſſolution, 
Repoſe thy ſorrows in Alcander's vow. 
Then, noble captives, liberty 1s thine, 
And unoppos'd take each his deareſt bleſſing. 


Enter Ak PAS IA and CLEORA, 
ARPASIA, 


Where i is my Verbert, where Eucardion ? 
Oh! let me ne'er negle& the happy moment, 
Ne'er from thy preſence do my ſenſes wander, 
And never can I thus endure thy abſence ! 


'EUCARDION.. 


Arpaſia, be not raſh ; thy father's fondneſs 
Will ne'er deſert thee : it has brought me hither, 
I have encounter'd miſeries unnumber'd, 


And ev'ry danger that unhappy man | 
Could well endure, I have ſuſtain'd for thee ! 


I 2 ARPASIA., 
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ARPASIA. 

Bold have I been, and daring to intrude ; 
If I've incurr'd that menace on thy brow, 
My pardon will moſt ſure acquit me of it. 


EvcaRDION. 


Far from thy father be ſuch empty threats; 
It is my nat'ral countenance, Arpaſia, 
Borne down amid the violence of fate, 
Cruſh'd by the gath'ring weight of my misfortunes, 
And overclouded by the veil of woe, 
My countenance has been the leaſt my care ; 
I've never cheriſh'd beauty, ſuch a grace 
* Is for a youthful heroe to be proud of, / 
When warlike courage fits upon his helmet, 
And ſofter duties on his eaſy heart ; 
When he contends with ſuch external bounty 
The faireſt of thy ſex would not diſgrace him. 
e Al eAN DER. e 
Waſte not thy purpoſe, time rolls quickly on, 
And in its current will not wait for thee 
Graſp it, Eucardion, ere it paſſes by: 
Arpaſia here will ſooth herſelf in ſilence, 
Suſpend her ſorrows, and becalm her fears. 


ARPASIA. 


| I will betake me to the ſilent couch ; 
Reſign each preſent paſſion, future hope, 
[ Into the arms of deſtiny ;—farewel ! 


\ 
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May every ſucceſs attend your counſels, 
Propitious be the efforts of your arms ! 
Exit Arpaſia and Cleora. 
ALCANDER. 8 
With me, Eucardion, yet unnotic'd haſte 
To thy ſequeſter'd friends; draw them towards us, 
And without terrour then reſume thy rights. 
; EuCARDION. 
My noble friends, farewel ! anon expect us, 
The hour arrives of liberty and peace, 
That hour which crowns endeavours with ſucceſs. 
. { Exeunt, 
Enter PROSPERO and ODALEZ. | 


Odalez, doſt thou think my heart to feel? 
Doſt thou not ſee me injur'd ? and ſhall Proſpero, 
Without reſentment, juſtify my wrongs ? 

ODALEZ. 
Forbear, young prince, forbear the dreadful 
thought; 
Look not on vengeance with A fierce a brow : 
But calm the turbid fervour of your mind. 


| PROSPERO 

My heart is tranquil in the hour of woe ; 
I can, thank Heav'n, I think I can ſupport 
The weight of human miſery with firmneſs: 
I can fail calmly on tempeſtuous ſeas, 
While roaring waves, while ſurging billows drive 
Their overwhelming vehemence around, 

While 


- 
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While ruffled winds beat with tumultuous force, 
The levity which fluctuates within me, 
I can ſubdue my paſſion, undiſturb'd 
Can guide my trembling bark without confuſion !— 
But hear,. Odalez, hear a young man's tale, 
Big-ſwoln with all the ardour of affection, 
Driv'n by contending conflicts: and the worſt, 
The moſt prevailing, is that poiſon, love. 

__OpAaLEz. 

I will be patient Proſpero; and delight 
To hear ſuch manly ſentiments avow'd ; 
Purſue, with philoſophic brow, purſue 
The dictates of thy foul ; look down on life, 
On all the ſorrows of a man's exiſtence, _ 
Deſpiſe their power, and contemn their force; 
But if regardful of thy lov'd Odalez, - 
If thou canſt ſpurn the injuries of fortune, 
And all the inſults of inflicting fate, 
Thou canſt with calmer brow, and milder patience, 
Follow the leſſons of experience. 

PROSPERO, 

Odalez, rouſe not my vindictive ſpirit ; 
I am a youth, unprattis'd in the arts, 
To evade the ſubtler violence of craft, 
Of blind diſtruſt, or impious jealouſy; 
But when my feelings are oppreſs'd by fear, 
Fear, which provokes the moſt enduring ſoul, 
The conſequence of paſſions moſt perſuaſive ; 


How 
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How can I feel my hopes, my fears at once 
Fall to the ground unaided, unobſerved? 
Can I behold Arpaſia in tears, | 
Hear her complain, bewailing in deſpair, 
Curling the cruel deſtiny of things, 
And ſmile inſenſibly at ſuch diſtreſs ? 
Shall I not rouſe my moſt determin'd breaſt, 
To ward the evils ſo oppreſſive from her? 
Shall I not riſk my all, my ev'ry hope, 
My deareſt wiſhes of renown and honour, 
To eaſe her of the rancour of her grief? 
Is ſhe not injur'd ? Is ſhe not inſulted ? 
Am I not, like a villain in the dark, 
Oppos'd by ev'ry foe, but his own heart ? 
But hah! he comes the object of my vrath.— 
Enter TREMISCUS, 
ODaLEz, 

Good Heavens ! forbear.— 
BI PROSPBERO. | 

Urge not, Odalez, urge me not in vain! 
My mind is hurt, I feel convulſions there! 
Mer you the glory of approaching day, 
Or did the dial renovate your thoughts? 

| TREMISCUS. 

It told me what I was, a feeble mortal, | 

Subject to * and fears, to time and deſtiny ! 
ODI EZ. | 


Tremiſcus, doſt thou value thy Odalez ? 
T REMISCUS. 
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TrxEMISCUS. 

Value him, aye, beyond humanity ! 

Who does not bow with rev'rence before him ? 

Who dares on earth neglect the hoary ſage, 

Or ſpurn the gen'rous counſel of Odalez ? 
Op AL Ez. 

Then, my Tremiſcus, lend a willing ear 
To aged gravity; repoſe awhile 
The wild diſorder of thy floating brain, 

And lean a favourable ſmile on precept. 
TREMISCUS. 

With all the coolneſs of compoſing peace, 

I'll liſten to thy wiſdom ; but in hafte, 
Leſt my anxiety grow looſe upon me, 
And render all thy counſel ineffectual. 

_ODpaLzz. 

Stay, Proſpero ; command thy furious boſom, 
And curb the zeal of thy determin'd ſoul ;— 
Were you not friends; knew you each other's heart, 
The moſt important feelings of the breaſt ?— 

Oft have I witneſs'd your congenial thoughts — 
Let not an idle fondneſs for a woman, 
A wretched captive in forlorn misfortune, 
And humbled by the terrours of her ſtation, 
Thus diſcompoſe your mutual amity. 

| TREMIS us. 

Odalez, I have heard ;—it matters not — 
Thou know'ſt not the unſhaken force of love: 
Haſt thou e'er felt the ſting of diſappointment ? 

The 
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The penetrating rigour of contempt ? 
Could'ſt thou e'er bear the triumph of a rival? 
Haſt thou not taſted the exceſs of love, 
And didſt not thou ſubmit to its perſuaſion ? 
It is the natural paſſion of the mind! 
Forbear advice then in an hour like this 
We're met moſt aptly, Proſpero; I came 
Obedient to thee : and now determine, 
Nor trifle with the purpoſe of my ſoul. 
| PROSPER OO. 


' Whate'er r thy will, my pleaſure is the ſame. 
ODALEZ. - 
,- - mt as reſolv d, Tremiſcus ?—Doſt thou come 
Bent on deſtruction? undiſmay'd at death, | 
Or ſpurning the calamities of fate ? 
TREMISCUS. 
I come, Odalez, equally prepar d 
To meet th' event of deſtiny :—then, anſwer, 
Evade not the deciſion of my breaſt. 
PROSPER 0. 


As it is $ thus, I will not diſappoint thee : 
We feel alike, let us alike revenge. 
ODALEZ. | 
It muſt not, ſhall not: I will call the guards, 
Will rouſe thy aged father from his couch; 


Be calm, forbear.— | 
K © © "> CFO 
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PROSYERo. 
My nature will not thus; 
Talk calmneſs to a dotard like thyſelf :!— 
Think not I can be prevail'd upon by thee; 
Thy wiſdom is grown temperate and weak ; 
1 cannot liſten, when my brain is warm, 
Is ſtruggling in the pangs of deſperation.— 
Forgive me; would I could obey thy goodneſs ! - 
Honour forbids it, and I muſt comply. 
ODALEZ2. 
Is ſuch then thy reſolye? Beware young prince, 
Ere you repent this impious deſign. 
I would not; hear me, Proſpero, Proſpero, 
I would not, by the mighty pow'rs of Heay' n, 
By all the pleaſures that mankind enjoy, 
Or Heav'n allots ; 1 would not urge thee thus, 
Knew you the weakneſs of Minander's life, 
Worn out with length of miſery and care, 
Waſted by all the horrours which ſurround 
Approaching death ; his ever ling'ring life 
Yet droops in gradual decay, —My friends, 
What would he not ſuſtain? For thoughts like theſe, 
Would drag his hoary reverence to earth, 
Melt on his brow his wonted fortitude, 
And doom him to gaſp out his breath in ſorrow, 
In pining agony, and wild vexation 
PROSPERO. 
All theſe I have conſider d; for myſelf” 


I am the leaſt in my anxiety; 
I care 
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I care not for a life oppreſs'd already, 
And calmly would lay down my life before him. 
; ODaLez. 


Oh goodneſs, goodneſs ! how art thou abus'd ? 
Turn not with indignation from Odalez, 
Give him attention, and abide by him, 


TREMISCUS. 


The dawn in haſte approaches, therefore quick, | 
Without delay, determine on your purpoſe ; | | 
I wait impatient for the final moment. | 

| ODALEZ. 

Nay hear me, hear me— | 
TREMISCUS, 1 
It ſhall be ſo—prepare, prepare thy courage, 

And meet my arm with honourable vigour. 

ODALEZ. 

Ye Heav'ns, bear witneſs to a ſcene like this! 
Look down on mortals, hurried by deſpair, 


[ interpoſing. 
And animate their ſinking ſouls with pardon ! 


- 
yg — — — — —äͤ6 — 


TREMISCUS. | 
Come on ( Fight.) 


PROSPER 0. (Falling,) 
'Tis finiſh'd ! Nature will obey ! 
Thine is the ſunſhine of futurity ! 


K 2 | OpaLEz. 
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_ OvparEez. 
Art thou much hurt ? Oh Tremiſcus tell me, 
What pity can alleviate Minander ? BET 
Riſe—he cannot; all his ſtrength forſakes him. 


'TREMISCUS. 


Now may'ſt thou own the juſtice of the gods. 


ODALE z. 
He dies; Tremiſcus, life declines indeed ! 


TREMISCUS. 
| Yet Proſpero, ere deſtiny involves 
The ſpirit thou haſt left; confeſs thy folly : 
Call on benignant Heav'n in contrition, 
And expiate the madneſs of thy brain. 
Had'ſt thou, een like the frailty of mankind, 
Submitted all thy ſecrets to Tremiſcus, 
It would not have been thus! But, as a friend 
Without the ſemblance of ſincerity, 
You held your thoughts from my enquiring fancy ; 
I oft intreated, beg'd you to diſcloſe them, 
Beg'd you to open all your heart before me, 
And try the ſtrength of my fidelity ! 
Bold in diſguiſe, and impious in ill, 
Your paſſions rais'd you far above your reaſon ;— 
PROSPERO. 
Talk not, Tremiſcus ; it is dread to me, 
As are the agonies of ghaſtly fate; 
Thou wilt ſurvive ; take the contended pledge, 


The faireſt pattern of angelic virtue, | 
The 
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The pureſt emblem of celeſtial meekneſs ! 
I go—commend me to my aged father— . 
Farewel ! Odalez=-and Tremiſcus live, 
Arpaſia's thine—live and deſerve ſuch goodneſs— 
Dies.) 
| ODALEZ. 

Take him, juſt Heaven ; and forgive his youth! 
What has been done? Tremiſcus, doſt thou ſee, 
Inanimate and breathleſs, doſt thou ſee 
Thy once-lov'd Proſpero fall without remorſe ?_ 
Tou look as if relenting ſenſibility 
Had rob'd you of reply—Tremiſcus, ſpeak :— 

TREMISc us. 

T think it has— Did he not ſay, Arpaſia, 
ce Arpaſia's thine?“ Yet tell me, good Odalez, 
Leſt I grow frantic in deſpair Oh tell me, 
Utter'd he not the name © Arpaſia.” 

ODALEZ. 

Ah! hapleſs maid ! Arpaſia, to thee 
Poor miſerable captive, to thy graces 
He fell a harmleſs ſacrifice—Tremiſcus, 

Why this diſmay, this terrour on thy brow, 
Theſe rott'ring limbs, and agitated ſoul ? 
Canſt thou not tell me? 
TREMISCUS. 
My diſtraction can :;— 
| 1 m overborne by the malignant guſt 


”f 


Of violent remorſe—< Arpaſia's thine” ! 


And was his heart emboſom'd in Arpaſia? 
 Ovatez, 
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ODaLEZ. 
You ſpeak ſome myſtery as yet unknown x 
 TREMISCUS. 
Ob moſt e unfortunte — 
I am beſet by all the gnawing pangs 
Of infelt ſorrow and deſtructive grief, 
Nor age, nor pleaſure, nor my lov'd C leora, 
Can renovate the quiet of my ſoul— 
Odalez, I'm a wretch—a wretch indeed: | 
| [ Exit . 
ODALEZ. - 
It is ſo! Miſery will have no end! — 
Who waits ?— 
Enter Guards, — 
Digs hence the body of thy prince : 
In ſecret ne'er reveal his deſtiny— _ 
Leave that to me:—Now to Minander go, 
And learn to ſoothe him in the dreadful moment 
Exit. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 
 ARPaASIA and CLEOR A. p 
ARPASIA, 


OU know not, my Cleora, how I've try'd 
The patience of my ſoul: thou canſt not tell 
me 
Of the fierce ſtruggles of conflicting fear; 
The ſurging violence of tumid pain 
I cou'd not have ſuſtain'd—my ſtrength is loſt, 
Each ling'ring hour provokes my reſolution, 
And ſaddens my os hopes with torment. 
CIZORA. 
Each lover is inur'd to diſappointment, 
And harden'd in the ſchool of his mis fortune 
We are alike perplex'd in our confinement, 
Worn with entreaties, overcome by vows, 
And harals'd with the tales of other paſſions. 
 ARPASIA. 
How long are we to murmur, righteous Heav'n ? 
There was a time, when not increaſing woe, 
Pain upon pain accumulating ſtill, 


Cou'd 
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Cou'd heap diſorder in my humble mind; 
I bore it, with enduring filence bore it, 
In tranquil reſignation was devoted, 
A mournful victim to captivity :— 
Since it is thus—my flutt'ring motions raiſe 
Diſtemper in my brain, which will have vent; 
Nothing can ſoften, nothing can attemper 
The ſwelling agitations of my ſoul. © 

4544 CEDRA- 

Huſh, my Arpaſia, huſh this ſtorm of ſorrow ; 
Mute be the yearning paſſions of the ſoul, . 
When, hope and fear unite to diſcompoſe them. | 

ARPAS TIA. 6 

Think'ſt thou, ou, Cleora, 1 can n 3 

Torn by a Wretch, by a relentleſs tyrant, 

From the dear fondneſs of a tender parent, 

From the ſoft ſhelter of paternal care; 

Wreſted without a glimmering of hope, 

From a fond lover's tend'reſt affections, 

From fervent friendſhip and congenial love: 

From country, and from all the ſoothing charms 

Of wiſe ſociety, from-ev'ry bleſſing, 

And almoſt of the little reaſon left me, 

Expos'd to all the bitterneſs of want, 

Of threatning power, and aſſuming terrour; 

Open to ſorrow, nc' er to be appeas'd, 

To pangs of infelt woe, and gnawing fadneſs, 

That know not ſympathy : Can I ſuſtain it? 
CLEORA, 


THE NOBLE SLAVE. 73 


CLEOR A, 


Deſpair not, for the voice of freedom calls hav ; 
ATV ſtanding on the brink n 


ARPASIA., | 
The mind of man is eaſy to delude; 


A few ſhort hours will tell me what I am: 
My ſenfes are fo preſs'd with worldly pain, 
I muſt ſubmit to the decrees of pow'r.— 
Who can reſiſt the ſov reignty of Heay'n ! 


þ 30 CLEORA. 
Be ſilent, an intruding ſtep approaches: 
ARPASIA, | 


Who dares i impute misfortune as a crime ? 
Who dares pronounce the miſeries of life, 
When overpower'd by che ſtorms of fate, 
The conſequence of virtue, well beſtow d; 
Or fitted to the actions of mankind ? 


If ſorrow is a crime, if loathſome care, 


Or if captivity diſgraces worth, 
How miſerable we. 
Emer TrxEMISCUS, 
What plaining voice ? 
What undiſſembled wretchedneſs is this? 
Methought, Cleora, twas not fo with thee ! 
When laſt J left thee, an endearing ſmile 
Sat calmly on thy countenance : forbear, 
Forbear this ſtern reproof— 
| L Cr xORA. 
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In, Sir, can I ſupport an hour like chis. 
- TRrEMISCUS. 
Yet let not the encroaching hand of mſec] 
The rigour of imaginary grief, 
Advance to hurt thee Stay, Cleora, ſtay— 
Diſmiſs that frown from thine enchanting brow, 
For I cou'd love thee in the midft of forrow :— 
CLEORA. | 
Talk not thus idly to a wretch like me; 
If thou canſt eaſe me of the weight of care, 
Or leſſen the increaſing heap of woe, 
I cou'd attend 'till ſympathizing pity 
Waſted its charity in gratitude :== | 
Talk not of paſſion to a heart like mine, 
So worn amid innumerable ills— 
So overborne by aggravated wrongs— - 
_  TREMIScCus. 
He muſt be dead to the alluring grace 
Of faſcinating ſoftneſs, muſt deſpiſe 
The beauty of a maid, combin'd like thine, 
And be 1 inanimate to ſuch perfection.— 
CLEoRa. 
No more, I cannot hear thee diff rent thoughts 
Engroſs the ſwelling tumult of my breaſt.— 
 TxEemMIsScCus. 
" Arpaſia, forgive me if I've err'd 
Beyond the pureſt ſentiments of truth, 
Of er and honour held 1 ſacred— 
Forgive 


\ 


* 
1 

.* 
. 
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Forgive me, and, Cleora, look once more— 
Look on me, on the weakneſs of my foul, 
Pity my folly, and forget my failings ;— * 
Turn yet, Cleora; view me for the laſt- 

I never ſhall provoke thy patience more 


The arbiter of good and evil ſees, 
And will forgive, aye, will forgive me all — GA : 


EE ans Sigh ARPASIA. | 
x : . Ch 
Mitakey mal, Ad e r t L 


Cr 7 vibhow 10 
Abueario, Alvario; © 

Be ſtill my heart, nor murmur at the courſe 

Of _ fate It muſt,” it muſt be .— 15 


18 * 
14 1 


5 ARPA Sr * 


The 2 of ſorrow will diſturb us all; 
Diſtinction knows no cunning to evade 2 
The blind inquietudes of Ea chance. A bat 
Patience muſt buoy us on the floating waye r 
Of fluctuating fate; thro rocks and ſands, 
It yet will lead us to the peaceful harbour. 800 


41 
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* And — nay >. . 


Div d to the very ſecrets of the ſoul, e 
Explor d each ruder thought, each! pe OE motion, 
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VERBERT, ALVARIO, PAULINUS, and BRABANTIO. 


F% 


VEeRBERT. || 


Away, ye fleeting paſſions, far away, 
And leave me to perform my warlike taſk ; 


How ſlow, my friends, time lags his weighty pace, 


'Ere he revolves the tedious length of day ! 
Time, uncontroul'd by the eventual] tide © 
Of worldly cares, .or mortal expectation, 
VIM land us on the deſſin d ſhore ſecure, 


* nn Ano. ber 

By this tis fit Eucardion advances; 4 | 
For all is ſilent as the ſhades of night, | 
I've ſearch'd each avenue my eye cou'd r r 


And fathom'd the abyſs of inmoſt hope: wy 8 
No, not an emblem of ambiguous fear, 1 
No lurking ſigh, 1 no cruciating toil, 11 BEST 
Droops on the heart in agitations Wong 1 9 

No hidden gloom, monaſtically deep, 

Big with tremendous circumſtance: but all 

In one congenial ſympathy of ſoul, 

Unite in pleaſure :—wholeſome ſleep ſurrounds 


The ſpare of darkneſs: 


VERBERT. 
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VER BERT. 
| We will lead towards them— 
Alcander has-contriv'd the means of ſafety ; 
And death 6 Ircedorm waits upon his arm.— 
0 Exit Verbert and e 
4 N 
Let us in ſecret wait the joyful moment; 
More happy to our friends than us, Brabantio. - 
A double care in anxious doubt contenlddss 
Upon their heaving fancies ; we, _ friend, 
Are undiſturb'd in liberty or death, 
Indifferent to us; alternate hopes 
-Preſs hard upon our thoughts, but ſoon e 
BRABANT IO. 
Bleſs'd be the hour, Eucardion is OY MW. 
His rights, his kingdom, daughter, all his own ; 
Propitious Heav'n! look down without reſerve 
Upon inſulted royalty; avenge | 
The cauſe of injur d juſtice, and reſtore 
The aged parent to his deareſt child! 
How little are the trappings of a throne, 
To be compar'd to happineſs like that; 
The crying voice of nature calls aloud, 
And will net be deſpis d; a father's feelings, 
So pregnant with exaggerated woe, 
Fill'd with the heap of unabating fear, | 
Are ſtrong, beyond the pow'r of wealth to quell, 
Of honour or dominion to aſſuage. 
Paulixus. 
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PAVULINUS. | 
What wou'd not parents undergo like him, 
The pureſt pattern of paternal JIove? | 
And who, like Verbert, wou'd not -be enſlav d, 
Who vou'd not melt with fervour of affection, 
Who wou'd not ſink. irreſolute before ph 
Give up all yain deſires, but for hee, 
And emulate the firmeſt bond of love "ſe 
For virtue, like Arpaſia's, might command. 
Tyrannic terrour, and imperious craft, 
And add diſtinction to eee ibo 
BRAB'AN'T IO. 7 
Hark heard ye not a diftant ghd | 
Hah ! we're ———— * mY avert "x 


Wrath! 11 "ING 


"Enter ODarsz an TrxzISEvs, cot 
8 8 ODALEZ | 


Forbear, forbear, Tremiſcus, thy wenne — 1 
Look on chyſell—ſee if thy mind FORDS. e 
The milder patience of afflicted mann 
Canſt thou not bear, hat mortals _ | 
The mot i inyet'rate entity of fate? 


TEN Hs CIS. 6 206: ti 1 
What can I do? Ah! whither can I go? 
Odalez, by the gracious pow'r of Heav'n, 
I am fo hurt by bitt'reſt misfortune, 1 
My heart yet fails me, and my hopes relax : 
Deſpair has ſo confin'd my inmoſt thoughts, 
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It overwhelms me with indignant force 
Diſmiſs thy counſel— tis in vain, Odalez:— 
OE OvparLsz. 


What conſternation dwells upon thy brow ? 
And you, Paulinus ! ſpeak, difaſter looks 
Mot terrible indeed upon, your countenance ; 
I'll know, unfold the miſchief of your brain— _ 

__-PavLINnuUs. 

The ſtruggling pangs of our increaſing cares, 
Have ſo diſtorted our accuſtom'd ſmiles, 
To you it may appear moſt impious :— 

ODALEZ. 


Elſe whence this exclamation ? We're betray'd!” 
Betray d of what—By Heav'ns, it ſhall be ſaid, 
Or inſtant torture ſhall extort it from you :— 
Say, while the moment yet permits to hear— 

Or ſpeak—or by the ſplendour of yon glorious ſun, 
Whoſe radiant gleam illuminates the world, 
This moment drags you to the ſhades of hell— 
Or tell me, or expect your inſtant doom :— 
Yet wait Tremiſcus—Heavens ! we muſt know— 
Our lives, our fortunes, liberties, our all, 
Depend upon the tale :—=Speak—nor delay, Pau- 

Unus.— 

|  TrEMISCUS. 


A country's ſorrow ſhall demand my care; 
Hence then, ye idle phantoms of affliction, | 


Ye 
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Ye waſting emblems of uſurping weakneſs ! 
Another nobler cauſe excites my ſoul— 
And this 1 maſt ſtrange indeed, Odalez, — 
, - | SFOAI.TR; 
'Doft TY then think theſe hoary locks, this 
brow 
O'erſhaded by the wrinkles of diſcernment, 
Is unprovok'd, at villainy moſt hated :— 
My ſtooping body, my inactive limbs, 
Void of all ſpirit, vigilantly bold ; 
Yes, thank providence which guides the juſt, 
I hold it ſtill and added penetration 
Ennobles the infirmity of age. 

| TREMISsc us. 

The languid eye of ſordid inexperience, 
Sometimes anticipates events of time, 
And oſt foretels the moſt important ills. 

* PAuLIN us. 
What means, Odalez, whither wou'd you lead 
us ? 

Are we, while in captivity, moſt "MY 
The conſequence of fortune always partial, 
To be the objects of ſuch bold invective 
What, like the abject reptiles of mankind, 
Abhorr'd by men, and hated by ourſelves, 
Deprefs'd by our condition moſt inhuman ; 
Are we as the ſport of perſecution ? 
The laughipg- ſtock of ignorance and ſtate, 


Expos'd to ev'ry guſt of ſtormy paſſion, 
; Or 
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Or baſeſt cruelty, or wild ſuſpicion ? 

How little does experience befit 

A heart like thine ! If each intemp'rate fear 

Is hurried by the ſpirit of revenge. 

We cannot tell—we know not - cannot ſay.— 


TREMIScVusũ. 

Ye ſpectacles of conſcious guilt, confeſs; 
Ye impious prodigies of wickedneſs ! 
How heavy do the clouds of miſchief hang 
Upon ſuſpicion's brow—In haſte retire— 
Rouſe all the latent ſpirits of our friends ; 
Minander, and the mighty pow'rs of war, 
Shall ward th' impending tempeſt from us all. 

| ODALEZ, 

Another moment ſhall direct me hither. 

| [ Exit, 
TREMISCUS. | 

Haſte, and diſcloſe the tyrant of thy ſoul ; 
For all the torments mortal can inflict, 
All which invention dares, which vengeance threat- 

1 
Shall not be ſpared: 
Pauli N us. 

Is this the mighty thunder of Minander? 
This the triumphant honour of a heroe ? 
Doom'd as we. are, to plunge into the depth 
Of human ſorrow, let us bear it all; 

Let us, Brabantio, defy their wrath, — 


M T REMISCUS, 
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T REMISCUS 4 
Ves, daring as ye look, ye ſoon ſhall alter 
He comes, Odalez comes. —Minander, hah ! ; 


Enter Op ALR ſupporting MINANDER, 
(Guards fieze Paulinus and Brabantie. ) 


Now droops all my vigour—death. advance— 
Moſt welcome Murder dwells-upon my heart; 
Pierces the cloſeſt ſinew of my ſoul, . 1 
And wrings my boſom, with inceſſant plagues := — 
Look up, Minander; aged king, behold. 
And pardon the infirmities of youth= - 

I dare not, dare not alk Minander more.— © 6 
| M 1 N AN DER. 


Un wretch, you know not, Oh Tremifous] 
The feelings of a king when thus oppreſs d! | 
My ſoul is ſinking in excels of grief ! 

The ſlow, the ling ring moment is approaching ; 
Soon ſhall I part from all my worldly cares, 
From all the horrours which invade mankind, 
A king's misfortunes, and a father” s pangs ! 


OpaLEz. 
Talk not, Minander, it diſturbs your mind. 
Tur uls cus. 
| Tremiſcus, curſt Tremiſcw - -Hell-born wretch! 
Produc'd into the world to d iſcompoſe it! 
To be the {corn of paſſion, ard the ſport 
F "* 
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Of ignominious thought for ever harraſs'd 
With the contemptuous diſguſt of life; 
To ſeparate mankind, to ſpurn himſelf. 
And violate the laws of ſacred nature! 


MINAN DER. 


Hold, Odalez, hold —a little longer, 
And all my ſorrows will depart for ever: — 
Now ſadneſs damps the triumph of my youth, 
Unheeded droop the glories of my name, 
And all my. honours ſink into oblivion :— 
Obſcure will ev'ry deed of high renown 
Fall with Minander ! Hah ! Tremiſcus, ah! 
My blood its wonted animation fails, 
The palpitating pulſe of lite declines, 
Ard vital motion languiſhes away.— 


ODaAaLEZ. 
Heav'ns ! what a ſcene is here! 


-MiNANDER. 


| 

| 

| 

It is enough !— | 

I die Tremiſcus—life can hold no longer— | 
Oh! cou'd I have maintain'd without ambition, | 
The wide domains of my inheritance ! | 
Had but content ſtill ſatisfied ray foul, | 
With its own rights—all this wou'd ne'er have | 

| happen'd— | | 

How many minds by me have been depriv'd | 
Of peace, that nobleſt gift of bounteous Heav'n ! | 


M 2 Myſelf, 


P 
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Myſelf, my queen, my ſon, are but as nothing 
Which hang upon the force of my reflections; 
But as individuals with multitudes. — 
I go, Odalez; long ſupport thyſelf— 
With all thy firmneſs in thy loſt condition: 
To me, impute it all; on me the ſins 
Of a whole nation everlaſting dwell— 
Farewel ! yet live—farewel ! for ever! 
(Dies.) 
O DAL EZ. | 
He's gone, moſt fatal hour !—Tremiſcus, ſtay— 
Thy heart is ſo accuſtom'd to diſtreſs, 
That thou canſt bear an accident like this, 
With patient brow, and manly fortitude ! - 


| TREMISCUS, | 
Oh turn thy eyes from a moſt impious wretch, 
Moſt miſerable youth— Alas ! Odalez, 
Had I, and, in the confidence of friendſhip, 
But liſten'd to the dictates of thy counſel, 
My foul had never known theſe hated thoughts; 
But let me live, live and endure the pain : 
My crimes are ſo corroded with remorſe, 
That no condition can torment me more— 
Jam inured to the ſevereſt woe, 
And deſperation only gives relief. 
ODALEZ. 
Oh bitterneſs of thought—with careful ſtep 
Hence take the body of the brave old king— 
| Oh 
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Oh mournful ſight !—In peril of your lives 
Deſert it not—nor with indecent ſpeech 
Diſturb the quiet of his pious ſhade :— 

But ſtay—a noiſe of triumph doſt thou hear 
An univerſal vehemence of gladneſs, 
A tumult of ſurviving viftory !— 


Enter EUucAKDTION, ALCANDER, VERBERT, 
ALvar1o, ARPASIA and CLEORA, Soldiers. 


j 


EuUuCARDION. 


Hah! my taſk already is perform'd ! 

Dol behold Minander once again! 
That terrour of dominion !—Dead indeed ! 
Where now is my revenge! Where now my cou- 
IS rage! | 

At ſuch a fight all former vengeance droops, 
Eucardion's wrongs expire with Minander ! 
Look there, my friends; and if your pity lives, 
F'en tho? an enemy, forgive Minander.— 
Paulinus and Brabantio in chains ! 


Releaſe them, or expect moſt inſtant death.— 


TREMISS uus. 


J will not like a coward at the laſt, 
When all his hopes are waſted in deſpair, 
Plunge in my boſom the vindictive ſword, 
To rid me of reflection: Bear it, man; 


And 


— —— —— x 22x — 


— 
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And, with the vigorous ſpirit of a youth, 
Wrong after wrong cotitenptuoully ſuſtain; — 


- EuCARDION. 


No, noble youth] ſeek not human ſorrow ; 


I come not to inflict upon mankind, 
The baſe reſerve of murder and deſtruction; 


1 come, and with the openneſs of juſtice, 


To reſcue from tyrannic pow'r, mine own; 


No, I can commiſerate affliction— 

All my revenge is dead—T'll have my right, 

Each may deyote his life as beſt becomes him. 
ODALEZ. 


For ſuch a noble clemency we thank thee, 


That is the only giſt of the unfortunate. 


TRrEMISCUS. 
Eucardion, wiſe and brave, diſdain not, fire, 
To accept the proffer'd ſervice of my youth ; 
I cou'd lay down my deareſt expectations, 
To aid the juſt deſigns of ſuch a king. 


EuCAaRDION. 


Unhappy race! a ſon, a father loſt— 
Loſt in one momientary ſpace ; tis ſo— 
And charity provokes my breaſt to pity :— 
Verbert, Arpaſia's thine; Cleora's thine, 
Alvario:—And, to thee my honour'd friend, 
Alcander, tis to thee our thanks we pay 
To thee does all the duty of a parent yield, 
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A daughter's liberty, a king reſtor'd ; 
Take then the neareſt ſtation to thy king ; 


Next to my throne my counſellor remain. 
ALCANDER. 

Alcander's life is ſtill at thy command; 
Reward is but an empty toy to him, 
His feelings are repaid by his ſucceſs ; 
The dangers he has paſs'd are all his own; 
And ever may the laws of fate ordain, 
That man encroach not on the rights of man. 


Exeunt Omnes. 
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